THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA 


@ 195a4E iE pl AAA IAE 


HAR 3 
f XS F 


— 


a 


lin 


(Pt ARR BI 


DAR 


HE:2A 518 

(FE: [SE] HAR 
Bear 
ISBN:9787508696010 
DIS IK REESE Sr 
KRAN AT (BAR WA 


(EARS TES i 
tE- 258, ADBLSRAAZAM BA rss, 


ftt 8^ CS PERRIN , AIHEEN , SERIE 
HARRIS , ፳ቷ MARAT LIS USE A 
RR , HA BRAT , HAT ZAR TR , WEI Dar AR 
15 , ftt ENS AA, 8162 ARFFTRERFTERRREST FIS 
15 , 18622 ABSA A CAREA REAR AH AO p AP 3515, 


(BEK Bar JSEJ MERA, SEX ORE ; ሸመ፲17 ; 
BSE AE ; Mee DUES ; 


O gl 


ATR, MBA, RI DES , fe n AS — 
HERKEBBRHS, DÉIERE IE 
DR 


ftii, Æ AES, BRAD RARA ; (583ቼ , EARR, Æ 
FA BAMA , ÆÐ SHARIA , ASME, iIEBEA WIE 


ER, 


WER SHR , =E Z É ? RTIRAR, (The , & 
114 (8158) N, EMA SĦUN (158) 0, BAMA. 


BA (8158), HUSA Fare ANAS I: 
ZA ÆÐKIÐBSFÐARNARE ; ARE, E SEET XB 
MESA], 3GEEIERJVE ABIT ESE ; APN t, E 
a1), NIER t XA, RET ET. 

ቁፍ PRAE E TSIEEEBSZE)L , fth s dare A ESSERE , fth s ta re AAT St 
AMBER , fth 5 d re EDS SU Xm BR OP RAY SER , ftis f NX FÈB 
QUT E BR f AF989268, 

Kr, AEX FEN ? PUBS OSA 7 


FIRWBEMEXMIE 8881ፎ473)ፕ2፳88288/2 , Biss, EREA 
^ie rn is CUTS, IAS ESSE TE DISK , MET 


PR ^ ETE 13 1828 LL B9 E T BJ IT UE, 


ka 5 +k. 


2016#11A 23H FRIZ 


HERAN -MRESEN, EUETUBEXXBRESERZN, (HARRAH SEK, 
IRMA IB, 


RSAECREBAAD , MAMA. 


Aim. VRTRME RAIA, AH, SER 
ERIT. 


mat , XAR 


be 
LA 


SITT ANE. 


Bey 


መ 


BARS (RIA AAR 


8989|፳, 7 


ERD ITA 


AER 


REE 


“PMSA EAU, MALE RARE GAME ? ÆRA SKA 
— RAID 7” 


ANTENAS ARENA, DARE Øi AIA Bi ER LETS 
IKEA, 


AFTER , ዉት85287፲፲ኗ 


BASE 


> - 
F 


LENTA, FA Ð, SEN, ASADA ANA, WSDEER 
ANFIIK-AIRRT. RvVINUTAE, ASA thins , TES 
M AGSETJEIÉ Zia, BRA RENN bii, REANERNE RÄT 
TZIRE , ABM, AHR , AIRS ARA, AT 
፳28880፡580812521-- RITE, CAN MERORNEZENG , BIŻA 
Jl, DEE, ERRE NE, PACAGE #8781981፪. 
X, PASEA EDD. BENAEMIRFERSI] , GIEĦ, 
18 — mk e A GS RR 

ENREMIRE , SETOBIRGRBJARAX. Bm aF EARN RIÐ 
BISSEN SLEG, MENA [፲፳፪5፪፻1 , EZEK 
zs. MINA, Bize PIER RA EN Ea RA , Am 
FAME , RABEN, GARAR , SUISIZES 892578 E , Ae 
ESTER, 


HAN -MRESEN , EUESTUBEXXBRESERZN, (HAAR IRA SEK, 
HAMDE. 


“KHI, SAA MSS S SE RETE [S] F EXE RENE AA Bik, RX 
FMA bar. RNAS eat. > 


ŻARBŻEE, FRERM, 
“ቶ , IBA, AIRS REN, pha aS ib di JI, > 


Sra, (REN FLAS 126 , Ala) EE NE 
HX ysl TAB. ” 


FLOTT, "SA , “2ኖ/0ቹ፪7፳22 , AAA RASI. ” 


“"EBEELRSAN. RENAT , MAREEA. > 
“FAME , "EAT, "GRIES, $ 

"ESA SIS, ” 

“ጆ፲8 , BA, “IRITE, 20 ? > 


“SA FA, “RUE EISES a ? ARCA 
SEX, ” 

“THR , "EAT, MAA DER, ” 

NAAA, FZ BRSEASHD , ሼሽሄጩሄሒፈችትችቿሚ, Era 
NGA, A BGS, RT. AWN RARER, (51]፳ 
Bi RE SAAB BAA , Bike fiSRAJFXS, D 
ti ES LAA. A RPTE A NEO ER, FER 
HILDA STAÐ, Bhim f BEMHMIR , ERAS — A MN Ad 
Ti, MORA. EME , REBSRAL CMS , AINA 
898772. 888818 8839ፌፎጅሜመ4ብ11:5518ዌ፪፤1፪8938መ1፤| , ፳ቹ 
B, EINRRERFL, ENBEN , 1118963342 mke , EMI 
BRE, CARRERI, UA ER BI, 

ARMAR, መ ፲ | HTRSBRIEANIR ; MER, ABA SIK 
mss, AA "IEN. MAAS ST , 5ፎ፪7/፪586/ሀ[8፳ጆ፳ጂ፳ , SA th 
ፍሬ 

“SHOWS, "AU. 

“8. "SARIS. MBR, FARS FRIES. 
BRUMA RIA AA TÉ?” 

“AR, AMIRE, 3313፪፻21፳8 , DARE AI, " 
RIERA. BERGHE , HAMAS LIL. ” 
AREA SUA, ”SAVL, ET PARIS. C 

ARE Kee LAAT, SX X?" 

“A? , BARU BH BH የ8886 , EJL-FIEJAGĦAR Y TER , mS 


EEN 
“221588 897፪0588888377፪ , MRAM , erem 
E ES NE, Aen 
A (RANT MAT ASE, MEEKER. PAM 
HABEN, ” 

MARS, ERREGT?” 
"Manager , HrSSHBSEHEREIDO, " 

A FB (AL A TIO 1631175398 EL ERU E DOR S (ta, 


MRMERMNRTF , ESO, (tii, JERE 
89 , MEMEIR SRA. ” 


“፳፡81]ህ፳፳ልሠ Ten 7 REMENA LERNE, > 
RIKLAM FN, RET(REZTE. ” 
‘CLARA TS ABER,” 


“SMF. "EA. (HREM SEMA A. MER, EIR 
ERRER , SIDES] — Bei MUXI, 


AT, "FIZI. 
“RATS , "Leger, “#ጥጄ፪8839፻ 7” 
RER, "SAM, PREBRI ” 


“BAI, "EAT. A ES RS A 45 i ease, (Hit 
AVÈ EJ CBSSURR SE (5 , mÉI kŠ , RRA, PART ALERTA. 


“5/8)/፳፳9፪ጅቕ , PARE NEAR. “tik. 
MESE EEN 
BRSUASI, SRANANNKBER FABRA AT RR. > 


“Fila Liha BEJTA, "Amik , DARTE, WRITER 
TEMAS , 3211772819 RAIL.” 


"pl FPS FE AGE kit 3 TA, ” 


“Æl , BH , TARDAN RADA ARA, EESTI LESS 
SIL, AGUILERA ASIR, > 


TEE 
MEJVEREET, > 

SHEET , EAE, YA ADA BEAR, ” 
"S EHI RE ENF ERE SEE , mg ER, > 
CET > 
“ዉጄጪ፳6፡28 UNI ጁ፳ጂ፲ሮ69ፏ8ቹ 2" 
EH 

“EBI EPS 1. SR, “BIAS EMISIT B, > 
pg ESE RIT, = AE TT, 572788 7 ሐቹ , "Een 
KREN AES e EES, ASUSTA 
EECH 
ZMEANFE , ESANS RRA, BATE , 
Ifi B ETE ADA AIR, SARL Ee NAR 
SS TEE, 

(BANDA AAA EES AOU, ATA Tra, Suen 
MOET , BALARAM NEN SO. 888 ቢኞ፳ጃ 
ARA, ERRATA TENDER, BEER 
pm, ms em LAURA, TEO SERA A 
TEMATRMIZBENMREME ! , E EE (BHED 
Al) ፳0--18 (8489፳፳89፳) , RAB TOM, BLY Em 
፳7፡986፪)ዛ  GRMEEMT FR, Ah SUB CAN A 
ፍ. MAIS UHR |, LIH ST 83. 

“AH ALIN 2 “5228. 

ECKER 


“RY , RORE, BRRAMEKY ? > 


KB. BA, RAISON. > 
BAENA ?” 
ELM 


RATARA, ARCEA EER. JER IS EX 
RAÐ Æ, mag f31T 4 RA RAMA, 


“SE T f ES IDEMS , BA, RIBANTEUE RU 3 HS [8] REAM 
it — TB WE ? > 


“፳57፲1፳2ሠ ] 8. DST OMAP?” 

‘SN, EDF DIR , ARABIA. ” 
FRIMERFANIKRREAF- TEN, JEZANKRKE FIS tH f R 
2 


“TAB REE SA, "RR, 


“KASS TEMER KAMARA ík, AKF IB 
D. SREUR, MOLAR MSR ” 


ZAZA. > 

“BA Bs JA SEDES ERA A m. > 

EN FRED, 228377, BMGANHST. > 
“FRE RAM S] A SEDES zz AGX MRR. > 
HAZET, ETAMEFFREINMENFARNHTRSEHN,. ” 
(MAE , SĦURMIRRIIV, ” 
ARRETE- BESSA RI 7 HREF/\TARTS. ” 
UN, "53fZ VL , ABAKO T EX AB MER ? " 

“X FJ REAR AKA, MECENAS TR ? " 

“kel — 5k,” 


“—5k, BARA. Ril 7” 

"TERN. 32፳፳፪85፪፳21፪823ቁቹ283, > 

‘RRS HTK, MIRRE NAT. Ri FØ Malti, > 
SESAR , ES , ”ዌ፻2፪ , “815 TRENAT. ” 

^n ZA B HOW, "AVE, AREA A ELA. > 
““፳2፳2ቹቹሠ71 መ 7. "AD, 

FSRERNINKEIERFTERET , APA FWI. AURES ፖ፦ 
RHEĠ, WEEL, FEZAKRB. MA MENE, BAR 
E, ARAB). RAMAL, SEAR BEWARE , Wa 
BAg E ADL Y. AAT RA AOL — FE, FT Y MIES Ash ] , ፳መ8፳ቹኑ 
JAF BASHA , 88፪ TEMALAR DIEN, ZAWATAISE, = 
tb AIR Pets, Rakete, RAMIS, 4 
METIRIERUXIE, MICH, 

BIŻERT , SHBRERNNKEITERE, 

“BERE, ES. "FREFNEEINT-ABRELE, 

ŻABRIRER , 85— Bele] , fth JA ERE A BIR, 

ART. 

“METAR ? thie]. 

“AIR,” FA, RAIZ RE, ” 


FANNIR. " 
“ARE, MTEZEHFZHENM "RETERALTU "CA 
EUER, SERA, HER, Ad ITT, 


ARTE ABRE "Bin , RERWEE , MRAZ 
ta » 


BANK, #፡8፪፻፻፻፪7፻፳2፪ , "EK, ANA 7” 
“መጆ፳ጃሟቹሕ፪ኽ , FER, DARL ” 


GË D. FAARNETERÈRE |, MIERBIEBUXR, pt 
Amal JNA , BABS Seth. 


“RE UES (RIX EH ? > 

“OT. BEEN. C 

KUN, ” 

‘ROBB "SA, EM Ka f. ” 


RZ -RIENERMI , gd REFS BOLT T 
IE ? ል 


“ol ANU,” 

"ER T falis, 3;፲፳:ቾ(5፳፪189-2፲፲, 15፤1፳፳1]መሟ83:88ኗ፲›, > 
ME iS 

PREMERA n 

“22፡0 , TORA ME FPA , AREAS. ” 
“MASE , "EA UE, ANFANG?” 


ARA, ARB hi , (MARES ZEN, KITEB 
717718, $ 


“DEAE SH , "EAT, FERÐINA TAF. ” 
:856:8፤/)ህ/፳ጄ ? 551248, FI ER AKAN , ፡.;157/[/፳ኢ፻፳፳ ኾ 
E AA ES , AZ, XĦIBEĦ 
“፳ቿፕ#ጄቼ፤), BREARZENE ? HERRIA BARRA, LANE, 
eat, 

Së VR FET, SIE FET 

MERRE, "EAT. 

“RRHH RAE, BARE, 

“FORMULA , ERERENHAF, FENERE " 


BARA Hd. 

“ቨ41511]%፳ቹ8 7, "AZIR. 

ADRA., TD Det Se De Dei" 

^ft EAE tait 8 Ft ftb ልጄ. ” 

BER MENERA. Ze IE tifi 852M 
MA BEIEN ip en, SAR Sip AAA An 
IRIZFI MAJABEENTIX, > 

"ET SSC ICH, MERNINERRENA, > 


“ARDC ABET s th RES MED PAA e EAN, 2288 
SERGE BAO. RiLRZIER , TERMS ” 


“ics, AMARA CARMA. mme leren, RY 
ik, RE T BEDA ER, > 


“FRB (8ሒልዘ)388ች25ና98 , CAM , NNA REN TÉ 
89 , SES ERE] 145 , BEIER > 


“AR ARSE TARR , AE SE 
BIRT. $ 


FABRA AMAR , DEA IRITIESEDIBUTESUA BS E SKF , 32 
TE (SARAYI ES 8825/8ቹ8 Ener, > 


“22፡90. (RTE, " 
EAR e TRAE DAR RE 7” 


“Re SERIE , "BLA, “zS 3k VR A BJEIRÐJ- 3248 SIE, "ibiBJin pk 
POUT ABA Jota, 

“S FRI, MARLENE CIAIER, BERZ-IBA , HER 
ARER, RIZE, RN. BEER, MAEDERARD E. E 
Iho RS AMAR SAS , MERA AAA E D hJ 

F. a 


“WANT AEREA, RENDER T TEN, > 


“AeA ik ILA X SS , EAR, 'ŻESSUWETAR , ME 
ZUNNMERTTENSET. ” 


HAN, 8851፳88-፲ፓ፳ሜቹ T TENZENR? Pr, heb [X] ES HH 7” 
RS RAE. ” 

“ITIN KEN, > 

“ሕ , HAM ALLE. > 


SELA BAY, BARS, ĦEWBRTTIE, TAR 


f, ” 


“3:98 , DST, (BERSR-AARZNÉ , iRNR. E 
PREMER , Xf] TX ETA, ” 


EI E IS 


“tal RRR A A CMA AAT , "EAT, TTRNMErRDEN)L, mE 
KARL, ” 


RAJUARZ ERER 7 , HAS EC DEAR. RAER 
DEGEEZ. ” 


“፳581፳፪፻. ARFERAI > 

ARTERIA gh, "FIZI. 

“PMSA , "EA, 29 1E E SE A MRS Pe ? 
ÆA EKI AI?” 

“፳፻: ቶቿ , "Ain , "Uer ARES RRB EAR, ” 
FRESIA, BAR, “KARAT, > 
“RARBG E RARE, PERSE MRA. > 

“EVE DIES, ” 


FRERT. RAR, MIR "Den MEEA TKE, ፳፳፪ 
HE f PR. MIEKESER, MBA, XEEME TERR (te 
BUT, CAAH FEE F. 


(HiRR Æ የ" , 45221 EE , SE TAK 
NER, ASR HERES , ajali , LÆR fek 
UW, MS MEARE SEIN Be , EIER VERF, tans 
No HEESE E EA ES 
Ë , ftt I8] SU E ki REUS EH BS) SE. 


jii, MEM AA Aer , FERR, AURES (ESR 
RAS ERSRP , HESS MAE, CREAS , PRIME, fth 
25 AR ES IE E 
TRU, 


PESA, PAŻNXA, TBSNEISF, PEBNAB, ት 
BERR, BENANNT, DIER INA. MIER E 
MAAS ER30-r-, REM f ri SARE , ESE CANA 
Eti 2230859 fz, MARZNTFSR EIER, 35191837783| TET 
BAR, RAKE, SE ENEI TER, Phi S A 81 ERE , = 
MESA. MARISA SBR, Tt ADBTIE ISBN 
K, MARA ZR , E= KING T. 

BARIA SAEM, HEAT), KEN, ERETER. AREER 
“፦ተመመ89ጺ8ቹጾ:.-ፒ , RARER , CARE A Æ 26138 45. ft 
:2::21:4:2.፡፡.1-0:027::8፪.፡ በ29፪ HBESRERR FE, BARAR , 
SANAR ESKI, SÆL, FET. 


EIERN, BARS, BARE, ENE HHS 
፳:“፳ጂ፳፳ጂ > 


RZ,’ FR, BAZAU, $ 


ft ASE MAKE, St. ERBE, ፲ር88፻89 ኢብ]ዌ:፻፻0 , HE 
{HTB HEAT, 


RIZANA , SREEREETFTENERE), ARAM, BAE 
BENKMHHERL, 


“MESHED 7 ”55 fa), 


“PANACRAS b, eem, ” 


—RAREMITI BARNET , (3187.:11፡).3.8 ጠኔ EME, 


AREGELE, ES ? BI, Xa) MAAR Y , BARANI LR 
uz, 


“EGR , Sam, "BAN, “ROKRISIRA ad. “፻፳ , "AZ 
Ve , MERZZER IT SAJA SBR, (5822738886 
Eng, CURTEA RETR.” 


BRA, ZA, MAAS HN , OLEA So " 


“Rigs BHA, “HOLMER, greng, EX LET A 
Ik. > 


(HEAT , 2ር80፻፡::88፻8፳ E , ERFNEEN TE, 


ŻNEBEHISEMIH, Rie LATER, (HAS thi iS, FR 
ጾ፪88|መ] 7 , IZARRA FO, MARA MERK 
BUT Ark, et A m. 


MEFSRSERERAENDT ENATEHORT. (A MENL 
48ከ , — BBL BER TEER F 89፡8... 


ft HA LA Mia AK, 
Harz, ES. ” 


“RIS. "EA. HEHRRNENSERBENEI e FAN, 
DARK ARE, AEREA, 454፳48821::1 TER. EAN 
ME, ፳፳18988፳::1788 , ë AAA ul] , Eli FPE NS, fth 
ER A 


(BARE AXES LEVAS (ES MN MRE, REA RA IKE 
218%, WEN, eA UU , 8 FRIO f 111111 279388 Bt 
A. CAMB HAA RUTA, MORIA, 85488 
ES Bs iZ AHAB A, SERE — AKR, (5፳2188754፪ , 
BÆ KPH OBER , ABA KE, EREU EAH” , ABJLASKIRAZAZ 
CARA. Kit ti REINS SMA JEN , BREMEN) L 
SN E E 
ኸ:2፲./፳8:/8/87ኗመ8984ዉፎ , SENE EE R8] SU ESANS, MERE 
(De A DOE ECH FARM, 


AER, CARERS RMIT, UftbxilkabjETE , GENTE) tóli ák 
RENA, ÆR ENE PA CE , MEBBBUSEXSPBIA EARS] 
FIĦ. ftd EE tÐ, lett ፡(መሟመጆ8ሀ3፳822. thaS) LBB 
14 , AASB RSS ER, EMMA, — E SHX , APA 
ALERT AA, SILA FCAT ERE, (men D 
BRI, Dh ES HT IES e 
Sg fs IDN ? BAENA, TAME RAR RER, 3 
CANS, , REST AASSRIRAJISIUF E E 
፳ WT AKU, , ENERUÜTRST. 


ftti — BIEXSE(FZÉla mar, Ke SMTA, MEKAS , 88 
QUARE, BARNA ,CEBPOAUGERUIAGS , RNAI 
A, HERA MAE ፳%92898ኗ=ቸ , BEAR Sala att 
BA , HEA Fel mar, REAM FRE RINES, SE >= e fa BE Y 
እቺ , AKE TH (EX, Midiżiz— TILEF, — A 
HF, BBE TMA, BEŻA BABE ERE , TIWA PI 
AWAS , REPEAT , RELER AMAS , PEAAWSFAC. 
1528 , ARMIER, MARSA, 


LPRA, ARRASATE, HUREN. BRT RIL 
NER, BATA TR. tiara 1 72 77535. ARVN 
E. AZI A Seu , Eh 7 መ፻289፻2፪8. 


HR, REAR AN f 3838 — NIL, M-AMR. IKKJEFIA 
PAARL AR BAN KET S SIE CC HEES , i EPS ARA EUR ET TTE HIL 
We, 


LSEKEXRF , MAINE, AM mz. Æ T IH 
EUTSAN. SITHREETARFANHN. STU 
4351 fE Sek Oe nt E TARDAN, FAAARA 
FT, PASAGI, BCAA , DESFEN, BURT, WS 
AMAA , BES MEY JÉ, SRY] BREW ASME , FE 
SFE Wri BAER Aaa , MER Y FAN. W-RABRU , 
BABIES AMABA BIZ, 


E EA ES 166 , CMR SE 
DIR epes b, MEA SERIE b , MADE LL RARA 
፳92 , REENERUTNHE , KR, BI LAY TÉ, 0A 
ESAS ESA , AT E ES 
SARE, RES BUENA, AZAR AND. mett 
BUTRSNESA& , ETRE LAIA, MIIL-R, EX 


SNE, ጩዊ፡ኳ7፲8(ሀ28፲፪- ARTIE, 


ME, ES SS E E , LÆR 
m LE EE, RETZAENRE, KÉDEKZ, AIRE MEA EK 
Jo 


AMBER Efi eB] , ELA BER WAAR , EIERN ES 
EL, ERMARFRR , Pan, MRAK. AE A PASE MBA, XERREJ 
BYRJAR L, KE APRÈ Fe, 28 BI EEA EH26 c5 21] (RS RR 
FE, XELDARIENJIREE , PH bA Elend , MRA EMAL. ብመ 
7K AL , MRA IRE , ENEBEABKALNFEE, Et 
fa] A SB SEHR DLE AA, DEA ATACA, Æ MEP 
PERE |, RASHES aR PONS, FEMALE AAN 
# , AWRBIERAERTAJTANHA , MERZRUNF-ERT., 


Am, (528 , REICH. RAETBAZEIZ So "TIERE 
WE? hithiecK, B-AHBEHN-R Bis. JATER 
SIEWJA, QURE, =፻5ጆ8፳ , MARSH. 


ABA RANN Y , HEIÐI , SHARAMERN , BRA 
ABA AIR. FEA E, HERA AR ENA LSD RANA , 
EMIL, መጩጆቿ;፲፲, 


KK Em, RA DÉI ZANBFAYIRIÈ. EDA , BENI , HAIER 
POR. ESA, OIE MA PA MA ARR. ዌ8፤8፳8978፳ 
ER, PLUMAS AA, 


MEAN, (ÆN RÆME , RAKKIIABVR , EMBA 
fie. FA, EMMA, MAFIA Rz, kuss, 


"EST AW , "Ärem, TIMEZEENnEz. ” 
tiemie Et E henn El, fh— sa tB JE, tiré 
RARR EA., MEIA TRE, BAAARS LASS. 
BAHAMAS — A , HR PASE pa 35 ERA IATA, 

ABA SJL KERANA RRE, CRAM MMW VIÐA), ABRO 
ERA BEIGE, SAÐIL BEMEKHRERE , r FR EE SIE 
Lin, 


“8፪፪፪ , "AAR , “AME!” 


bl PIM, Mik FAS ABA, IURE EOS -REBSAAl 
TRASÉ, fret iy LH “መሠ ] euer, ft 089 — MX Á 
AX , FAP z= Hh BUR MBL. RE, tr EG 
፳098፡2(5ቺ፡ Erem, Be SAVE, (5ቹ፳77፲3221፪ክ , HA 
TESUEIB REUS DORIS EL , al. CIR KEKEE, EES 
fE. 


ft ESSENER , ፳5= )LÆ ADA Ð URR , AAA KR, AFIZZIAMEFIt 
HAIDAR , 353 tÐ, SAENKHREN NER , BEA BRK KH E 
# , Bá KÉ. BREA KERE ኾ 72 , ok, RS té 
SOK , (SA TIRE, ŻADMB, MAS X AFB, EIER 
mæla AAKE, VEN FR ZEHN. SIANA 
3151 ፔዉ. MILE, PE v€ KA , BAR, 


(hee IB—XX—XX RBA, fU EUER S ILEANA 
TE, til aB , -ARRASAR T. EINAR , ABAZ. 
SX VE SX BESIUSI -RAE RARA, EA, SX fA E EMIT, 3X 
BJ K€ — ENTE MEA, 


AS LWI AE kib kori MESS ES 

% , FHEREBENER ERAN, His FAS. ||): 
Jak. ENS RA Bi aR MARE K 25201212, ENB EK 
AIBA , ESAS, AMANTE, DLE AXTEELHUSEACK F , 8 
BMRMAZ, thik >< 868 US Z SINE, AAAS , BÁM 
SME, KNARHRSERT, BARK AA ERA, IKA 
Path ESAERA , ëmer, JERRSILWENFENAYNT, 
KELBETEEMRA , RALARREXZ dg 


ADO DISK. EIA RESEPI, RARE, WARK. E 
ROR , IE EEES 


፳8፳ፎሯጃመፎሜጀ , RAR. 
“Agua mala (KB) "BAD, “PART !” 


HRERISM, BEMR ELSE BIE 
AIZKBSENMMERS , oe ALAA Ziel MAR RAI ኾ 8944 
RZE, "EMIDWZKBIBUER $0187), AVA. SBEMNTETEN 
E, MER FSE UREA TERRA, HARSHA 
FAMAM RA , MRAR RNS SS. m EGUNCKBSIBUSAATE 
BER, — Bi, IR í HH AR 


AE II PReAN Ak, CAR 


Ames SBC AA A CHATS , 
MSA LIR , ZELE CTEM FARNARI, PASE E Es 
DéI, EARME 12. EA), PERERA eM ent LIK 
BECER, WEN Kime ANNE, SIDD BI RE PS. 


hE 225308 fe NIHU , EIKE, NEXT. NIXCAXSBUJADS 
fi, (::0/8፳፪550952፡ , AACS EE REARS , MEAT 
METER, EKE , IM ASA CARES. 


m th es 22 fr ET 78ቓች , HO ESHA MEN 
ik. (ከመፎ፳፻፳፳፳83፳ጂ , EXPEDIA IM FAR, MEUGTEIAR 
fk. BRAN BERAM. , ANBRBEREF, SF Za, ARCA 
PALMA, TESIRRKHARNZ ANGE , BACARES 
AR, Jg Y LB 182 , MAINE, BENI AKIZEBZ, 
TiLBCHENAANTAL Swett , JURIAENAE, 


EFSERFWEARNMEE , LAÐA ARMA EA MERA F 
Z=, fABEBBATEABJL, BATES EMS, Seel ETS, FI 
ES AED A HTM MSR , 
IPT BREST Rb, 


21:2 APABS , BUSH /[5:፳:፳ቫሥ3አ፻. 


“COBB ! (HARE, ANFRAGE, MZ AMARA 
Aja, AMAS MER, FERRERA, RB, A 
BA Fi. ኢጋ.ቸ., 3628366 BHX MRA , SEALAKAR, IA 
EERE, -RE-RMKEMER , CHAMBRE , KWE, MER 
IK, WB SEAMS. TOBA, BE SÉ, 


ADE, EREENMBSAW, 22318 eI. MAMARIA 
፳፳፪፳8።ጆጩፎፎ , AAA E IO P FIR, KRASE RI FREE 
[JK TDA) v, 


RABIA SAIL, "SA, HARO, ARB Eh BOLA 
MAT. Cae AeA ሁ፤፳ í TEL, BERL. (528 KAZ , He 
ABI, SHSEFNDERN , Bäll ERD J, MANER 
PESE Eh A ZN, armen, 1631 "kr 
88፳፪ KEN SNS SHAM, MARTE, EIXE , ees 
JS MS, BUNTE, EA ATAARE , IEC RHEE , 
mann, Riel Nik, BSG neen) HRN, HFE 
ZS. CARBCAL Y — F , ፳ቿዌጅር፪፻፻188ዌ89፣፲፳8፳ው , MENS AK 


AHE. 


‘RSE IS NE LATER 
EE, ki 


hip EE BOSLERIABHET S, 5፲8ው838|፳ , AANA CHI, RI 
ift E AH, MEAR, ARNES ARES, Bethe) ene 
tifififia CID, AMEENRSREHEZE , Ma-01TAXĦĦ 
SPD, ብክ5=፳ጥ1ር፳ ”, SHMFR-ENEN, 86% fE p = 
BJA la. EREHE , KEEMATERATRANNER, CCS 
E, DESEN MEE EAN- ma, FESS, JENE 
fti ETE RAR DC A eS A, 


ARIJA MERZIA RAER, ESMAS, (HAR, BAR 
RAWAM , HA METE E. BANE BAA ih 
18 , RE RBA BJ; EE. ” 


INTE] ANA, 1528. WE RRA eg (FÐ, MERA 
ZMH, CIFRADO — RAB, CALE ES BJ ER Ð 

A, RREME- UN ol SC CH DDR ge I , ie 
RR SABLE ARRAS EN , ERICH AHA. 78፲8 
APRA RS OO ? RE, MEAR MENTA RIK EE 7 


RA DESEN BHR T , RSW is S lI AHA , = iH H 
Ë , /:8፪ቺ RE, MELIA, EERRBERENSEL. KE 
BERA , PACERS tS im ABA f , ANAS DATA 
AL, BARRIS , ZARAI REE Pe AH A EAT E 
TB , AIRES, EREARA, ESA RATA. 


SCS MACE ST. BARI HERA IKRE EE , RAS 
ZESSEGHRSIBNI, ARENEMECINRIAR MBA 
ZAS, SAXIMARI , ERAS UE PICAR, WABI eee aS 
HIFK. 


Ra WEEK, 1278 , AOL E RAEE, —A 
SIE EE, MESRERNTORÍ , ዛኋ፦ዛጆቹ= , SGH 
Ferm, 


MERAN, (ÆT SB , ከ88፳#መ፡‹፪89፪ቁጅ=ቸ , ARES 
Elit FIL 


‘RI wink, ET ! W REPAIRS giki A LANE, PAIR 
(FMA , Jee e HERE SVB Z B). MRE 
967] , ZARATE MAA, AEAT Fo ME 
TRIER — Fl, PA, HATES. BANAL EA 13 f. ፳ዛ፦ 
EEXZGBESOKZRAR, “መመመ 1ErFIz 66 tJ ED ] ዉ , 8571] ዉ8መ=ጆ 
EHRAM, FEF ተ1፳189መ8599፳3፤--መ NET ER A, RHE 
፳89ቹ5. 


MPAT AT, BIT, BERNMARLIMTR, Gm 
ER VERNFERT RER AN RTS TIKI. 


BEI. RAHA , E E3E A , (528. IIE, BIL. Gm 
IZ fe], REV J @ Z AREE, MRAPFPFGENBARAZAIXTN 
AKE, MERER A, BRIE , Hei ፻፪. 


ISS ste RIS Riba Y — F , ES 
ERRI J BABIES CHE, AMABA f , 


“RR , "SAARI , “፳፳መጆቿቺ , ፳-ዛ-ሼ8፳:፪/218 , SA ER Ë 
Amfriz SIE, IZZIABTiBÉ, ERARO , MARR 
WE, Wea, BIL Gr." 


(his X E CEA ate Tl Bis Zi , SHE, EINTRETEN, t3 
Rew yes ,AARRBURESL RN ANBAR RMA BB 
HE, SR] VOU f — F. 

“EB , "CAR , “EiRIRMEIZIE, ” 

BEEMMSRIZ, CHET. EARNER T. 


“ጄትቶ።85፳ቿ፳8) , "bik, “KRIS, CNREE ERR EIE 
f. IFE VIBE to, alte RRE, > 


xx By fee ftt AT ARR. ft y>, 
“ENT RÆ 7-8 , thik, “EZIZEI. > 


bY >< Hb IL FARIN, ACHTEN 215 9717 
B , MERANA. XePREDSSNSS , HUN Least NIE 
ER, ET, MBSA GB RAI. 85 MBA , 
SCMCAF Hea , REBECA ABS m jed BEBE 174 
FRI, TERREMANER, 


SEN. "hui, (CHEANMERE , CEESES HBF 
WE, ké 


RETHRARISRAIZEIEAT , 1528. MESA MEAR, AA 
tw ANS, WARIS — FEES , BESAR E So. WIERE A 
EAH- RE, ESTREMERA, CARTERS. 
MER BRE) , HER TISI, ATAEZRALE, Pah ess 
SABE, ANHESNER, EIA የ7878587፪82/883/3፪ , ጽ፳ 
ja), BRKE, HAARA, 


“ELIT fi, "USECH epuer FE, ” 


LAA SILENN, hea MAHA , FBXTRES AES 
P835 && FH f: ZUERA, PUREST JA TRES EE E] ASA 
AZI, WES T. ERT-FOLIECERIBUASDSS SE , titfa — 
SI S.B Zk n] (R ës HR, 


“HEIZ A , "it, “ሇጻ $ 


PEHEA , SWVNMARMA AMADA , MAREN, 1528. AG 
Fet EKTA, iG BNL SA, HERE, MES TID ? ix 
MER, MZ SHA ”ዉ 7 


“EARS HAARE, MERA, SEĦER T—B, AFAK, 
BIK, HWERERTE, — KX — EONTER, MXIEHTRE 
HIT, ANNE [elfe ES 585738, 


AM , TAÐ SAS. MRAERZEEMHTÀŻ, SAR Ace cla tz 
DAT, WAEREA , EARFAEN, (ከጅኞመ፡፻80፳፪ L, 8% 
228 , BAH TAK, E EA o EIA 
ANT, DU nhi RAE , SARA, ARIN a BÆRT 
7), MAS ARTE, ILA I JJ. 


AEREE A , titli ZE aaa Kee Ti, Ai N S Hit fEZK 
B, (Bh SCRI T. 


“APERTI, 'BAXFH, “KAR ROWSE , BJØRN የ፻ 
FRE Y ! OVI BSAR EE SEE KARL 
SAMEFE , EOS NRBEMO-EAT, BALA, CÆRAIRI 
፻፲ , MARE KE. ” 


፲0%8588፥1፪:5 RA, HA NAM EA. IRENE, EFE 


JL, REMERA EA. TE EM et, RERE Bik 
Z 


225 


EARL, MAA ABRIR, MAME áH A Æ 
1673 IE T, 


XRILEŻMH, SAN, CRA - Bite ary, ¿Ama "Wich 
Zia, MARERE, RAB, BASSE EIER 


ISABEL, Mi, 
ERIREREJEET , "thik, "210 INTCH, > 


TEST) EXf Bi, EHER LNIFEEN LER, WERNE EBI 
FHA BE. MAR OS, FAIRE F , MIA AAA 

SS ÍH NES HAMS , 1S 
TAJIK. ARMENIA, FINA , SACI 


AEN, REZ 


MAA, BESTES, Gärt mr, (528. (SERA BABEJXT 
AC, RERIN BAP RU ARAS, WERZA, RA 
AZAKA. NREMPEXR, BISHBEARR-EHR ; WREN 
WEE Hs, 81ትሯጩክ፻8፳፪88ኋ89ል፻ክ-ደ5(ህ፳.. "Hemmen, MAR 
RA CR, Goebel SCH, 102897) TEENS 
AKE , MZEE- REM, E—EAKEZEZEKE f Ð 13. A+ 
2, REZLAEZENT , BAEN—R, 22818፪ኦ0፪ , KR BREIÐ TY 
FT. 


RETA LEEDS, A TUUS, MARE IRAN AS CAES 
240729, APA FWA, BERS. BAG LKIFIKA-FIY , Ri 
BUFFS , DANTE, MASS, HAR , EARSTE 
EAT CARAS ኾቿ , WEH RA. ABA TUR , fI AES 
FTL, LEMA. Ra), ftu EE SEHUEE RE SESUSDTEIREBS E86 
ATH. Gäert, MARE MIR, SS a MSs ha 
ኋ RER, HLF RSA CRA የ, AHZERHENRETBEA 
EUARTET , BEA, BEER IR ST BR So 


RECLAME , ECRERRANZ, MAR, XRBEZ-HRANLĠ, 
ANSIA. 


A REER R , TERMI , HAIE EEE, AU CEA 
a, ÆR BB, MBBS BERKS, ft] HUE II GS SB 


MES, RABAT AERE MI, TEE , EXITO 
L CE DD, 1528 , URRETA ፳8883፡1] ቷ. , ERA 
MEFERZA IRIS S A Geen , AE ARK EM ሺ 
JBBJATAC, HARAN A OS DO SS, ፻9መ8182፪ መጄ፡ጃ፪ 
CESAR. 23/ዊ153፲25:2፡5 , MAKIBAR, Za ICC 
BS, E AABT. 


GERI KEY : “REREZIZERZIL, BER, SBRIEE MAA 
gi 


EA TTE, BPMIŻINE , 1528. AMECA. TER 
155 , EERENS | EEZ LS , HRA. Bick, PEA 
SANEIZ, WAF DCH LS, NECH, FAZIE. 


ERE, BARRIERE , EAEN EIERE TRAIN IK AY 
AB. WENI ARESKANSBEKA , AiBKZIHRARE, BUS 
RA t E CES, 


TENERA, "tit, CERIA, C REESE. TIN tát, Æ 
KANISTER, ” 


#2፳(:7732መ፪(5ና9218938፳፳ፈ8ዉ. CASOLE, EME CEZA 
ZOE. FOAM RAST MM HS , ERNITANEFENE, 
UVPEXABSHBI , PUR Berne, CREME , REBHA 
Th, MELIA. UVUPCUABURICZATRÉUJBREXE, EMBAR 
MATAR. Cial, CAMARERA, MASS 
EN JERE- R I PERAE , WRAAE, CELAR H 
EEN, ECARBENTÄBRRIE, Cup 
Ð, TARA ASA REL, RABIŠ , CAREAHTARHHIT 
21 , DARA HME , (X X uH FEE 7 


tie Oel —x] MEMĦA—X, CC One, AG 
EUBERER, To E T9838 FES , ERAS, Imm 
FPILIRRMILE RRB f. SURGE ECHJEY), CBA RK 
FA , MEETA IEL 55 BOT, ë A iB L iy EE, 
ARME, TEBAK MMR EKRAR], MEER FR, 
ጄሄሊኢጩ8አቭክክሮጩዌመክ EX , ፳መ877፲ፎ , IEC, DEFWA 
al FA KS , CHAR SS 
ቾ , AERA T , ce T Afè. ፪ቺ፻1888] , LEMA 
AAN. AR, ERE A 5218682236 SUNL , KEMM aptit 
BABEL, ARNA Y RM. ERZENBE , Væ hyl 


$8  ATHWERAS , frëen Ven TENDR CEA, ZA 
ic, CHOBE. 


SAR, REREGAN TREAST. BAERE , Att 
፳1]1፪ቹዌዌ83ፎ9 , HBIEB ESTER f , 


"JXESEBESIABECEPUL. MAPA, ESANS SE TERR DOSS AiR 
E, URE RBCS , HRZERENTE, ARTEN E 
BAB CER AA Pié, 


ER TRIEBE, CMNT , SAD, 


ENERMEEHFBERERNTRKE , Ce መጁ EHME. FA 
እሂያች ሙቶ ለፊ ተ ሒኢ , BERSNETREE BRE (ሸ889ኢ. ME 
3x1 48 tE— i , MEAP TAMAS. MARINS BARMA. 


HiFRAMAMA — 8X , (525. JRE MEA. 
REAA CE, KAŻJAMERRkBIZFŻ, 


TEX TZ BUB) TA], AMARA í (bip jS RES CHEN, fth 
በሸቿ1ሕ.፡57፲፳ሸ89ጆ፳ , REAM CABE ARA. ERA, 
Hi TRIS , ፳ሯ=፪878202፡:አመያ፳፪8፳9፲1/)] , AMET NI , si 
BHA , AT) FRAREREN. ANAIS tE RE 
Ak, ERERRZE , SAGSNBANNSAR AE, MERA REA 
AO TG. thHA—-RMRESRASL , RETA, USAR 
895855, MEhANSGSABSAST. MRAM AER TSPUTS REZA, 
TJEXEBJRRURARBĦ, CONTARE ES. 


SAR , (528 , SXERIE S TH IUE UU TR MED El, ፻፳88፳ 
GRABEEE RER, KRAMAMARS CHER , if 
FEINEN LIEBES SERIA EA EE. URREA Hale 
MEN LAENZRERKFN , LAB ART , ER AMER 
We 7 RAIEN RIEA , RIBERA AE, ANA, Lé 
RE, KIRKRAEŻBSZE, AAKYARRAKE, 


IN ZERFRER LA I I” 
nJze BS rt BD , Wè, KRAB, MERMA AIN 


AR FAIRE , MBKRACEXS , (usay IEN , IEA bie 
21578 b, 


FEN I. EFASPXZLEEZ(RAYÈ , MEHRERE (An 
፳ቹ f — F , RMS FEAR, ARES ኑ 7388 BO. Sin 
MU RK , BERA RE REAL , MAER, Tier. ftis 
3k, FBEARIKE. MEMES, Rie Ð ÆTTIR 1:88 T — ኾቲ፤ 
E ft ji fS 38 K BHA , TAB FREE , SI MARNE 
894425. 


AAB BEES tr, ée A F , ER. —EEWLZETESÉE 
RNAS Steen, "CTS ERU Etn EX ES Ems, (Bie 
NEERSA, TWA BEKIZIBS inl, NERDEFERMAZR 
8/፲89፡:.ቹ 7 , MARIE E SERUES FEE SE ; —1) S AJ. 


er, tar, EAR Hin , “RecA AA E. ” 


RIFTWASEARNI , X AGXFERUS, SUDAR. 88 FEA >e BI RIS 
RHR , HHS SR AMG AEE, (WAN, BEERSA, 2224855752 
A. ÆR MAP, BREMER, TAKA, Jurbise, U 
ARENA , XEREZ BN BEL. 


“CERLAN, "EAT. ERICA NEAR, (5288. KAZ 
F TIN SALAAM. E ERKI f. 


SAMAN, SAMANAB —satb Ai E>, IR ERA TAN HIN 
35. Ginn, RABEL RBA, RATE 
A AS EX , (BA AÐIN] RE. 


“8 , (CC , "2A , KREBKOBEŻRIIHTE, > 


BIIRHREAHNFBRT-A, KAFRET , KALCHXHR, 1525, MA 
MHEBZEHART, KILERIE , (GC SS MASS TS, 
CRN] BET SBA POTE RB)L 7. 


fti 15 xU (GB RUE, TEBNMHNLARBUR, ist EW 
PRE, FEB, AU ift AER, BABA te 
E, ANÉ A CA RJ L CHEERS. HENTAI UA, ft 
AR, BRAN , BELLE ĦWIENET, SCRAP 
KEN, R BJ SEDE. SITEPHICIESKRROSERBREÉ 7 , MHED 
RIKLAMI NEYT, 


መ2 LAS f — Em BNR, BAN, AAAS , Ié 
Rite — PRIMI, (Sen db El BJ ss BHA, EIKB] A D (RE 


B BEC, 


en, bii, ARE, HDRES, JEĊKURZJI, B ESE 
SEI, ” 


(BENI, 1678, 


—F JASA EJ Ma CR. ABE RIUS, CMA TEEN 
E. ጄ፳ሒኢቹ፳ሙ:ህ:855/[4558፪%. 


SIL CBAs , CEXIJLSARRA ZU , ABRBEAATA tí -A , BERNER 
BRE, GF SEG LEAR. 


"UBEXT?UÉABE)JL, SKÆR KRG! mtn 7” 


frftisBUEHE , EJL—E EE. CARS , KARITASEZRÉE 
AX, ATANN FRAME, ELASZKAZ. 


“288ክ8) , "ECASRE , FIRS. FARE-AMERRFE , MAA 
bx, BILEĦRAMR T R3 ? " 


SAS IO IN RIE 
EERTE, MLERRREALE BST. 

“PRS [፪፻ , B, bi, PARES, HADES 
፻፲ , ፳፻8፳--ተፈ, SROKA ROME, > 


1:89፻2፪፪ I 2, AS/LERSAS , MSIL , LEAL 
Ko 

“FIE , MEERRIE , SIL, hit , TIERTERENEREN 
GAL Ft e SR EUR, HAREE THAR. ” 


MEXR, AÐRA TIN, JE Ag b. EWEŻAĦĦ 
BT. KAMI EB, MMs BEAT. 


SBÆRKAHHARÐN , SILA VEY, SAEERTREIERR, (58 
BF iii FE, MAME CFE RIL 


“TEZIFLKRAIETSAT, BARH, Et ERBEN, ፳ 
፳8፳፳፻8፪1ዊ፳፳57ጦ. SOMA ARENZANA, MAF E 
መጁ , (A^, ESAT. 


(HAM, SRBRNS , fee eX EREMET, 
]58,[ሯ፳ፎ GET. 


(AEREAS AM , SIR, EM KRI E Z B) , ARE NES AIRE 
WE, EARLE — Mane Clk 7 KR -ERURHRT. E 
AMENA, ELLE "CIS E, MERWIIGER 
NEHRE T TE E , it iB Sie FE , 2182 ODA TIA. 


BIERKERJUNAT , LERPEDAMA So APUL. 


(Hit SANS SMS RR, Aute FR, Eek AS. 88 
ZT, BFR Sh, thik FRE BKe , BUT 
AV, AMIA ak SHAR. 


CSR", “thin. 


ENBBIib HU FEBKES B-SIL , We DARE BRAK Á ln 
፻፲ , MESA, ERS, NEARHSERARTGNF. RAWE RA 
AN BIZEN TIBŻA, AMAIE f FiERN ZAZA D, AMB OS 
E , BFA) | HSK Ui SIRRI , BEN FAR 
fof. 


AJE , ”FFIRTF E A ES IE A 
Ro U AÐ CHER , ARER LARARE, > 


(hie RR, ሼ7889፳78፪725188፳22፻6 , BEHBDRUHIR , VD 
FEMM LENA ES Rf £x, AAAA, VEFNEB 
ARE, JES Ð JA de Bt ERR , ARO "Eu DP 
89888፻6፳መ895 ! , ABBA, HEENSR , Rá F — S 358 
THEA, BARA SETE, Masa HARE SSMS B), El 
EAREAZIA , RISCH En. ፳87.0ቹ ያ7)ፓ A 
BRESEE , ጅቺመ፳ያነ21#5፪. 

ERFINU AA G BEIZ FAB AR, "NS, WAIT 58 
ARAF. mol ETA) ere E AE], Pb RU (ZEE i 
ERR. VIA FANS PAR, mR oe ee. 


BARRIOS , wi, METRIC, TACHA SM 


FRE, RIRAL” 


TRIE , ti. Eee, AFIBIAKEEZE, MEN 
IE, CRIN FREE. ESPARERRE, MAA De (84 
TEST. 3A, MIRAME RIE Na. Dietz r 
IE, 


HE REA, MARE, Beides, tni: E, 


#fhfl RS , (28 , SEŻFEBIBIHR, FERNER BER EHME , ké 
M/L, Sat T. 


“FWI, (REZEN ? ABR FARR FIÈ, Mees AE 
F , RAN TMESIETR, ” 


te SEA VS A —TEABIZT, fhfrimunBEE, AIDE [f di 
Ko 


"CERS f ME , F 7 PMA ANBI 7” 
fti S Rio Sen, NEBEBER, 


TRE Reine, ”1528 , “87:88:55 , RAVÈT, MARA 
tik, BBRAIAA ES, ሸ1::፳8/1ች--መቹጩትሯሸ , AR T TERIH 


28. » 


FEIRA, RASHT BAX , tH, ABEREFR LA. ARB < 
PHA AGES TIERES, kant. MARRE ENERE. 
SARA AT. 85ኢዌ፤፲፳፳8ቸኞ8 , REE REWER FIÈ 
ze, AMAT f, 


“RAMONE , F AB, “Heli Eee T AR!” 

KAA SwRI RAS , (528. ERA. TERMINA 
= , ORARI RAA MERENTRSHHERERENIFRRENE 
aT FA. 

IS SAR, eS LES, 

“MÆ , ”ክዌጩ , “973 መጃ " , FM, ፳።ብዌ1068፻82፪10 , KARA 


CEDE. "HAZMRERRHAFRENHENR , SAARN, 
Hina B ÆTTIR tim, 


RAR , bial Tha YE ! "bin , SBA ABE H KRAZE 
PIR, " 


JETE rARUBE,HWQqVecHOBITXIGECGAI, (048, ACHE! 
ETARE , 3XX Streirxie , (6828, FAIR REIR TAT KIBEN AL 
2, AACHTSAILREAATS. WREMOGKA , HERE E. FI 
Æ , SIREYISÍFEK N, RERFEHTZ , SER, 


ICT EK DI RRE, BNP ARA, AMBRE 
MAAK. BITĦA FE, EMBA, (848, Wit KE T BB 
EESBITAJTBA , ERE [o MRENSTHARTF , AREA 
E, SIS ABC ARE, Str, Mare 
BORA, LERABCHEENR, PEAD, FXRESKIETHAGX 
NES EEES A EE BER 


fti 5B EB LER , AMA CUA cm, (BÆ ġett BMA RIEN 
ELA IAE EAS SI ESTERI 
50. BLAAMREER, ILO RARER, MERIDA, BIL AMS 
CUERO, EMIR, ŻIBAXZARM , ፦848588 , NER , 
ARXHEHER TEE, SAME LERMA, 


E EAS EE NA Hb; , tae ABER 
TZRWERZFEHNANE, BEINEDEFREEN,. USER 
ARAMA , ERFAN , IR SANA , Sæ FYRRA RT 
BE f 


MRE AINE, , Mix SOGERTTES E , MARAT AB SAJI 
ASA, EĦEMIŻERHR, AANDRA A , 1678. fiti 
ECH E E ATRAE. JERE, HANA DA NEAL. 


fti 3 I ABRE , AURRERA ES AI EAA ZAR 
fè, DESA, NERAKIERNGT, RAE AAA BIR ==, 


“TRE f KALM, "bie , "GN. RANA RETR , HC Ue e] 
ቹቐጥ -ዙኗያ፻፲ያጩጩ ” 


WERTEN | PAE ERRA. 
፳፳፪11፲2/88 , (528. ERBA Ra HD. ZEAARMFE 


SAUS RAMA, PETAMA ; AMEE, ARCHE ABBY 
Pau Tia calambre, HERCHEASAC , ARPA MERAN 


WIES. 


MFZZEZIL, EZRERIRE—F , iL Vea FX , 8 
28. CSN RBS. 


RAY, HF eee Eż ED f 32165 , SAJE W E DL ERE 
NRAEHENZE, Sibi se eG, SOF RIERA E FIRIRFAFT 
AER, BURA Á Æ E ee Sih) IET A, 


"ESSET (tii, “FR, Poll. BRRAJLIIE I” 


AS MPAA, ፲2፳፪፳በ02:8089/፪7፡፪3 ER, ARES 72 
H. ENLZIENFAMFTLE, KRAT EHASPSÜMUS T F. CHE 
BANK , CESAR AREA, ጠወ|ፋ፳8189፳፤፡2 , EAER 
FERIA IRE, EPC F iS IR SR. CDI. ŻAR 
52፡8 , AER, CHB TSAR SOKA Za, RM 
PA, R-RE CABBCMARIMHEB RAKE , AA $ 
tE. 


“EIRUMTEKLARRE, ZA, BARRA , ULBH 
GË AA. SAUMEANFHERK , XERE E 22 A 42u Br, 
1:88 , EGERSHEBEJUDERZJ, ibix ffe NA, AMERICA AAA 
HA, AID, 


XE—RAĦ, K-EBAIARE , 1528. R—ENSLÈ f MESAS 
A, tEXNBESILTANÈ, MRCS , FIEZEN, MRRIKEE, 
15:2 /[328427072፦#፤ , Fran, AEGAN JÉ, KWER, 
EHRARNRERRENAHRR ; RETINA ER, PAAR. 


ŻABENIRDXAĦ, ft Ap UE EXTRAS, MANE! 
ARMAAN , aB IEXRE— A. HUttihisfRE—A., BAN 
ti, M- S SS UE, REPAIR ANA, Stied 
KABA, METAS, ARE, REMATE BR 


TOMES, 1528. CRM 3E, BRSSEREIRIIAF. 6 
HARE ER : MRE , MAHAR, KIRENA NIA T. 
RAY, BBEXEHETTR, WE SETA 


RKEAMECATAZAMOKE , ZAR. CBE ERIT BUT SAKES 
THAEUK. EZRA Y , 158. RABRI ALE S Mie — 
WEĦWA , RŻBĦESBSEURJHARMJF. FE LLL ka TER 


MAINE, FRAC BRITA, PERAZA, (528 , ARĦIBRŻE 
ABW, RASZR—TANKÒLMEZ, 


MACIEL, dSetbdezknisie, Baas , 
INR TE HRS ERU; LERNTE. FRIDA, ÆR ER SJ UI 
BUR, 241 የቸጥ , ጄሊኢስ]ሯጭችትቹቭቹ T. 


"EIN. ANAR ATENA. We, HABRA ARMAR E 
፳:78ዶ፲፲8. 


ft SES SRBR, RARE , REPRIMIR RAF. 


"3308 34A Bim, , thik , ABARCAR A, KAZ T EA 
ABBA, MATUTE, RA AZBFFARAEZB , RRE, ” 


ft TEARS AAA SAW AAS, ANAAAWRE , RATE 
ig, FTARRNESFBSYR, (erste Se, PERLE 
EERNIERZRIESE , በ528. 


“MEBANE , 4፡988፳ቼ , ESMEE, MEBRPRAM , (WIRT 
MIEZ KREŻBEWAW, RARA NAZAS, ABA lr 
=, Bur], Att xii EAA), 73188 013€ Ë , KINIARAEHZ 
IE. BAC SAME. ” 


HESTA , RS". AMERO, Hite ns Y Ë, (bf 
TERAZKAJASAR-E , FAN EN Ð Æ FFI. 


Sam) , (HERTA RAE R ESSA, 


“FITI ze TERR EE BR] NÉS z£ ER re EG ANE, "tik, “OR AR rS E 
RAF L RANE, A IZARRA, REKIKWERÉ Y, EISE 
x, ERE IAEA. TENRBEMENZ, Së DOE FE 
Zo HAESTAMER AR EHER ።1፪፻7/88/፡125፳፪ዌ5|'= 
11]. “VÉFEIZERREKR, Im BEIER. MERGAS 
MAN. FAM, Xn ANAIGB AB EEERUEEX, > 


“PRGA TCE , hit, NECASABA , SATTE, ” 


BEGXIAAGE , mÆ, VRAIS , —SABEMEITA , Eat 
Ao 


HRS, HEN AMS RIBA, Hi, DARA A 


89894፳, > 


(tb Zub. ET ORT , BIARITA., MS MEAR UEM. ERA 
REHRU, Ge Z XB E , f U FEE, 


(BEBE GEI ol DLG , SNBENT. AMADA TA 
BS SARA O UE? RET, ERK, HMAC, FSX, 
Sak PID , TZ talt, 


BEELER AMHR SSI, 


BB) SU f FF, Iam Hatha. NIE, MARK hA 
PX ate የ፻፪/) , CARA XURAIZIE , PES te, 
tB EB 1EftBBB2Z EJ , MAIS. 


PERE, 5555572778 ተጓ, BR, MARTIEKETRE— 
ENBA ARER. DERE NF RAISE , MA, 
PROMS , E, Gas" Sinn, 


BAAS ho L3. — [8l NEEDED f. (528 
St KTS FEAT, HEN BARE IR RRA, FR 
AB AIDS CHABAD AR SEE p, Z DRA, SAN, HERRMANN , 
MLO EU] VS ES, ARA RAEE ANA. ሠ.8፪12፻ስ9፤8፪፳፪:፳፳፻፪ 
HHREEFRFR. TEREND ÆR, (BA RIBA TAZA) Lo 


pe E , bhai , CARERE 
f. FREIRE SI SE Z AF, 


ከ፳፦፳ጆ፳ CAAA , 88፳፳ቹ — ጉ 85215 ፲897፳88. 
MRZERTKRER, E EIABG6mN !” 


tal era SER , MEGANE , ERRE Y, PLE IE 
EII ERRA , 15882 Gran Ligas , (HAA FE 
PA (CAN REGE RM. 


MECBRSALAT , IRAN juegos ( HE ) HARE , 1528, [B 
EVWIZRED, KOMI !8ል8፳938=ች , BIEBIBIRKTERI, 8 
CREARE, REFERE ee, ARRAI ? MAD, Un 
espuela de hueso (BRI). RISERS., ESPERAN LESER 
FLFR IRAE ? íA AÐ ZAN, ITAL 
WARE , ABR MARIAH £ ARAL, SRANS SEL , 


AFRASIKEZE ERER , Ride BBS AAR SE NAU 
FREE PAIN. 


“አ፡ፕጅቿ TER, (HAR, “;በጁቿ ያመ , ELAINE, EISIN 
Ho ” 


(AB AS KAY 7r RAIA ER ESAS (ANS ? FAB 
As, To E BEES SE KAN a), Blumm rss II (58922፳5፪ 
ERA. MARRIED AAA SS BIG ? 


“RARE , (HAR , “kS CAP RI, > 


ES NE a KE Uh E REITER 
MEN. A — ^ M P8 8 Es RAIA TARA LCI be , ABA 
EUILREHN N, BEAR MEN FAS aen RM 
EL, vør LÉ, HBANFRRRE-E ĦABBET 
FAEERE REAP Mit, EGA LG, mt BIS 
RAFA , E, CABRA. EWS RON ZE, fti e ras 
BIER ARA, rietsen, ARAM ie BE ANS 
3K , MIME SNIE, AB, GARR, NSENATETFEE 
HEH , RANAS LA. BENBERARN , BEmUI SE 
HINAR | KT TCHR B, BRANESTRE , SA 
BURMA, EAR FMEA. 


ENNIÐ O ERES IA ABLAREAISMBE , ME 
RUN, IB-FERAZJA, RABHRABJU, EGZANTE RAS 
IR-RI, TEEN, EAEAZBEN fU EE , MEERE, X 
#፳ች፻፳ሕ , MES BaF. AR ftus EC BERE Ak At 
BRA , RERAZJĦA, MEET TTENER, ART, REF 
89 ሊቨ5፳8ቹች%ቸክ , IJI EIÐ  BEtEHEBjUu, RAMIS 
ROMER, “ቹ8ጸ:፻8ቹ1መ፲.ሁ. RiAlReSHAS LA, BE! 
ጆ፪፳፦ጭኞ EAR FTSFENAERAFFE, AAHAS F 
jm. 1511፳:፳:፻፪=-8፳15/#2፡2038288 ESAS A E] L Er, 
ZARA BAA BS Bal eT SUA. DI, AKARTA , 
To E EE FEAR T Z Bl. 


ERZEHFK- ERRE, PAA RBM hes , AREER , RIT 
f —15£32, ASA FIEBJ22 EL AA , MASERATI, AA 
ÆR ORCA E BET TRES PST ES ZANFAN Bad. ል 
BA , fx SJIBSJUXEESS , ZB EEINI.ÍSAE,HEBHOS 
BAAD , ፳18፪?]፤2ሸ፪. ኢ. NIE, EEUE, LCR AA T ft 22 FH 


RIJÉNEF, MHREWEHZFSMTNRAIR, BAENA FRÆ 
Bratt , ትጩመቿብ:89፳ጆቭጅ , PH bL fa METE. 


j JU ARD REFERT , HR. ERRAT , Ee 
WAR. EKNBOKREZKREITZNE. 


Ba HEN MWE kid, hee MWA FIRE TE 
ath) VA, 


EEES re, MASA, HE, -USAEMNS 
16%, BAREOKO E, TERRA, f Æl AH 
1822258 , JKE , BARS ZN ያ”, DMIR E 
80358, 5--ቹ81፳88፳ WE, ESIBWAEAANN. 


A^ KOLA RE ERA, 1588. PARMA AMENA, ABS 
(TANT ?MANE NEAR 5 Hl] XEBEIS ASTU US SA, ፳፳፳ 
EE SETE A ARS MRE KRIZ WI, JAMS PRS, Gre 
BALEAR, ARE RARA, NERERHNFER , tb e 
ES. MAILERS , HMB SB AR , NEBENENSENR 
ZAN, SEMI, (e EE MERRIER. ATL TERR 
HEBES] ZR FR fk SRAR EES , MAINE ARA E ARE 
EMB ? WIERE EE EEREREN , ANTARETÉ 
B9, ISCH EAS LIESE ARA, SAANAZEHHMERRH 
HREFNA BABELIA , KEMISANR, ENTEHAERN 
We ? 


MEARE , HH — ^ EH SRE MAAS , ANNE 
RIESE LEE ‚ERBE, HABE -RACET KE, LEMAR 
FE. MERR , HA) BAe f MEERE AREA 

x, PECHO AA, EAB REE , — w H B IFBJS£ €, E— 
RARA, SHA, Hafele! , MARERA TAIR B 
EI CHIME , BRK, BAFIA A EIRE 
፳ , PAF ORE , HU] Fra , ከ፳8፳፪መር=28፳069፡89፻ቹ 

=. RUE, ቋ፪፲፲፡ጾ፳መ2፥ከ፳መ1፳.1፳፳፻፪185. ŻAMMmEBRHEX , dE 
ep DE CLOSE E ME ENKEBREE , iH 
284, EXMRTOS/A, ENBENENBR , BAM Boh 
ite, ERSURE ALPHA 2 SCAR , AEEA FAR F 


* ASA GJ FH PA, ENRL b J ewen, AR 4010178 
E, APEXA Soa. (5: SAA , Cer CRT, 


2ቂ/፻1:፻88/8188፡5 እፒቕ2፡ቹ1ድሯች , ABRA T AAF. SCAN, 
ESA E E e R, 


“ERERTAST, "MU. PERMALINK, BEN 
ASS 


HER se Hn RARE, FEREARE CINERE , "HE 
Wb, TARIMA SER, REE. ” 


RY S—S)LBU eegal , LCM IER AANE , ti. f 
JUS—RILEH , SIEHE AFERRA, tA 48በ780055፻87), BR F 
ARYA SILI RAR , ANTIK SRA. AAMA 
MER, HAEEREN. 


tECFESARTE, XREMEBŻ, REI LA CM TR , FEB 
CREAR , BEGAN. Gr. MARGE f— 
FAKA , LES, 


KOMAS=S LM, bÆ, 2053175 AI. BRCAA FS 
HEIMA , RIZE, TEKS, —EFBZIZRSÈ 
WAT. REAT- RENHA, HB age, ARAIRE 
EARR (Fdorado, OC gi SN at ER). Cette 
WEEE, AM, ASTA E ARIN, 


ARMARIOS, 8 ? HARE , HIERRO, RABBIZ-X 
“8989 , ies MIE, 8, ” 


MATERIA, BIER LIEFERN , UFR | 
REN Y ÍÐKARAR , ULHRA, PUR, (rik SSK 
aia lithe, En H Sang Y AR, A AFRAÐIÐÐ ያ, RIIA 
2188095188. MERVA , RELE A TANN, 


MERBETERS BSAA, APRA, XAR Y. (Set 
HARTA LE , RARILA CAS, FTREEHNT. fh AIDS 
FERRRNANENGF , BE-ENE, CAMMERHESRAM 
BARWA, FAREELNARTZHM, 


“HRB SAAR , (HAR , ARI RA, KAS MAD , 18] 
PRA, TEXVAFEC. SSHNATRVARRBELES, ” 


ESF, WRABKWMERTAR , (04% ARMA, AMA 
SL, MRABABYUMARTARA, Nei Kl] ERKI SSE === 


89 , 078. 


FEWNRARXARAJIZENAB BEN , AMECA, RB 
A AD mes, BRIS) AM , (528, FIŻŻABEABIZE 
03 ? AAC, SANI. MENTA LADERA MERA, RAT 
AEREE, 


HFIMBRES, WE, ፳:1]1%፳፳፳፳፪3፻8 , REAÄTIEEE, = 
ees. ZE AMIA, ERERNAENNS , CBT. 


ERR , 1528 , RESE FAR EAS Y. RAMA , we 
FA, WMRIREAÄRENERH, MARR E T ARAIA , BE 
GANEN, RATENHASER , VRE, RARI 
N, REKA DN B9 , WEN AIS IMA, AAR Ð RE os HF 
FERRO, METER RRA E, ATAN], RISK 
Are, UREA, FEE l-A, ILBB S 1 


MERKEL CRASS Nt, SRDS Fish , BEME 
ARAS, ፤፲፳ቿኃዘፎስ፲ጩቱ፤ተዶ፳ቿ, ፲215፪8ቹ , RIVES CMT 
a], SABA ZIL. MAMET ; JEZI rn, —TIAB 
Biatliat] , KREBS TAA s, CARA). HANS ETA 
BAT, በ25 ANSE, SUERTES. BMA , 
MEMI—TXETTMAJT, TECHN AS. HŻASIE, 
ERK LE TE, — SH SDK DOEN, 


fti Ele pg YA. ARRAIGADA RE, IR MERA 
Aa, BHAA EARR , Hit RA TRE 
21, HIABETERZEIENHN , REEIN ER AREE , fth 
RRRS A EE SR A B SKIN le ANAL], 


URAC SAR EGIL , ARMAS T , Wè, TACA Nh 
A, MARC SAE, 2፡=፪፪፪፪መር2:835(#9፳2፤፪/ጥዌ፤283፲፲/)] , 8 
PEER a FA EX. 

“Oe MA RAW cole , ERK , ALARMA, “Baw THAN EE 
፻፪ , META, - BARGER. WRBSRM MBE , RY 
JARA CECR St 

IRR ANE, 4:8:2:845፪522፳ጥ፪፳25, > 


FRA AAW as , 1528. ARES. HAM BUE E Hine, ME 


1] , BERTA. TEE SE, BESET , AAMA thE 
E DIr ESSET, Ode pech , A 
ÆR SORA 


15:2 , SER, (528. TX — B) RIO CERE BIZ AAN, ZA JE aa B 
ACB it, HETEEEMER, UEFA AUS DESS SD 
15, IER DC BOES EIS MO PA DJ B UA. BES T. 


፳ጥ8፪፻፤:ሀ3851፲83 , NACH, TAREA ENS. 


ERAMOS, WAM , IDEE, ጥ=ዌ:088፳ዉ. 
iF EIXSILIEFS gen , (528. RAMBLES , S EX 
Rn, BFK. 


12188፪፪ , (RIERA ARALAR, REFIIJEikit7] 
K. ሀርሟኃርፎጩቿ , Hae EN BBS RS, ከ457] JIŻLIĦGĦBKAJ A 
ab, CIR Er AMABLE, RAI], MAL 
AXEI FER). £A RIF, RAFADAN , 189 BS E UC 
ATA, ፳መ85ሀ:፻8ቹ 7, HRSENAESEFENAMN , BA 
89 , FÆRT EAN. ARREHAAR KE , MIRNA. 1219 t 
SFA , PARC SAKAI AREER MAK, EE ኾ፤መፀ9ፁ| 
E. KAR Fo BBC. SAME KOKZKAY , EJ H XIII BS 7c 
AME, CARAMRESS , HAMER. ARBEITE, die 
A MMS, VSAMABAHRA SEE ER. 


(HIPS E ESI, MZSÈTZASEKPBI Tic. AMRACBE NNI 
ke IB. (BIAR, TAR CREAR BANN, HIF Ke) 
fi, X Rift 89 ZA Seay, PRAFE AENA, BANEBERTE 
BBL , fff E ACE Hate. 


መ151፳፲ጭ , HRAFBERHERML, tries. Ala, fte. 
896288 T — Ké, MAME LHF MA. WS. Zak 
Ente, RBE EKUE ERINE, RARTER, th= EA 
Bir MMS ARANA, AKAD ያ. SHEIKH 


“ሯ፳ሬጄጂ 7 , ZLEWA "EA , HERREN FA , EM 
BF, ፳፳፳፪--=.[. ” 


ኸ:203፳28,/589፻፪፻፳፪ , FEE AS KAA SEAN, ti 
Aaa KÉ, 


ARERR የቦ2 , MESARIA , (tii, “MEMES Z EEN U 
BEA LASE, ፳፻፳ጥ LAIST ! ” 


ne ZIARNSEMAR EK , (ECHT. sef 
ER, WA, SENA RE, ቁ.፣8፪8 RESETS. PEEL 
i REST. BERENEEETAT , MASSE OMe Re 


Tá 


AURZLE, BHORBS , (WASEEM AKAN, MEE 
EK, MRE AA , AREZBST7. 


“AB=WX, RAMESH T , "win, BESARETNZ, HABT 
S. CEMENTERET, MEÐAN ME, ERIK, ” 


ከ፳መኗችጆጆጩቹፎቹመ3 , RAMAS, ዉክ'ከጅጭማጃመሟመጃቹመፎ፪ዉ 
AKL. GEIER LSA FEE, HEELS, 


HR, ሯይመኗ8 7 ች=ቿቹ , HITA SFM BUE. UREREEN 
RHE, GAMAT , HEC , ROLFRARER, XGA 
FE, JEFOSMRABS. AMARE EI TRAKA FAN, si 
BET. (868818 , WEE, BOSH, PESE 
SE. Ber, 


REIR, ASTA — SEBUSBA , CNH TR ያፎዌ/ኣጆዌ 
RETRE , MÆL=ENNSIET, EN SAFAKREEEH, ABS 
HENDA TI2 DK RE, 


NES EE ÆR CIA E , IKER AE 
S.E ODER ER , AAHTFR E , MER , 4583 
ZS Ee, 


za, ES EE EE 
21298 ERS3RSLND , SRE ELO FKT. ANM FAENA TEL, 
FERIEN, (bin FESTA, ME, BEARS 
8፳2=387ፓ51%ቼቹ ።. MEERAR, 


ARREERAT , Hite , PE Fithian , MAMA Tax 
MEE, 


RAEES | የከ8፳ጆ889ህርች፳ቿ8፳11:69መ፳፤ , BA RIE 
BEEING , (ëng, HERS TI, (5187) 
Buet , PERRA AZ, ARHNIEFRTMET 


fa , (:09፪15፻9፲/፻፲፲፲መ2ጃ , TARIF AS kleng, hz 
FAIALTEBHJKII, RRE. fbi mmu BUS, 
WEIREN REE MERA, AREER , BUKMH, XE 
ጆ:387527‹ቸ., ARE ደድ -፦ቷ88:2፪፪ , REBAR AA , a 
HARINAS, SATSAÐ , 712251” 2888892358 , MARX 
AR, HERE TERN HA CHET , BIS , ft 
ADAGE f ABA SASA EE , DENE, 


AMERI B $89 , (528. ABRAMS TIE, 
EA SAA 


(he FSI EAP , MSTRREANAZA , CAS REX 
RAE VREMAN. BORSA REEMA , PEREA, (8 
HEE ARSE RSs, ኗፎዌዢዌ፡።588፳፻ክዌ8898517) , MLC 
NSA , HMI FIR, 


WREE), AEREA, (528. AN, MAZIZERIL, 
WRF PATE, 


BAPAC EING , EINE , CS, NIMEEES FR, APES 
፳፳፦ጃት , MELENA 1388ቨ8 ሕዝ. ሀ7:8ቹፏኋኢ , ĦA TAA 
(HERG UREN, ANI, AMIA fer: 
MBSA , (AMISH, (:5/፳8850ጁፓ , BAGAI , ABER 
BAN AGE APLE Aa, MARINER, ሸ3፳፲፳ , BÉANSA e HR BEES 
Nr fa ÆRA KARIR 7), 


FEY , WE, MECAKI DERTIL, Ea AM SEE SEE EB CE 
RATES, PACA RETA BRA BÆÐI , BAH , FIE 
AREHEHFLR TRAMA, HORSE. HR 
፳፳ , EI AL EM SITTI ? AARRSAN BILTEN, 
sy ei f ER SEMA RRA? HitCRA BARS, TEA RMU 
malte, LAMPARA RIADA. BEARS EM. 


MR BACAR ENTE, ERK , thin , “#ቹ፳ጮ81፻ጄቺ , (EX 
MAKE ae NIERKIERETFT. ” 


ŻAREIRMERHEBĠX, SRSA , RAFVEKR , AZR LAB 
REISEN, MIRAR, ERRIRE, BAER CHA 
J), PRAT A Zia , HREM , ARAS EREK 
መ , ARE 0 AH CHB k, CLP SHEER , fth 


18, NEMEEDBERT, EBENEN. RRCMERETS. BB 
AY FRE EB LEA SAYA. 


Shi nNGFEBKEREBAT , MEENBKESHER 87%, 
TIERE, hit, BI AARUAEITA. ” 

AER, MECHAM ERAS , Gees F 
FAE , Gm) DL ën A — 3938 Ft kE, 


ARIZA, FRANEKEÉ , HNAECHZFH , TAREA, 
8ሕቶጥ፤0ቹ4/፡:68፻, > 


TAREA AM RFF ? 1528. HERA CHE, BRAM 
AARE, Welle, EREBHMA3AŻEI. AITERETISL 
ጥቼ , Mat Ria [s 


BEC RHA , ALÉ SET RAE, 


Ste A BEAR, (HER CH AMRA BETS , FAMA CAZ 
Pk BMA, SEMI, MECH. ADMIRA, RE 
ZiILIREBZAN. MARAE , NEM RECAER, AAA 
NRE RAAB, REENMA, ፲3(/፳፪፪//54. (US Se TR 
Halka ”, MAS, ACH, ፻መ ታ85ቿ፳ Vez TIE, 


CRL. MEF RS, BERTRENZ, TERBEFHRERER , 728 
z fff EAR , EENAA EEH T. 


EI RHBTSBUfS gBEE ETT, 1525. B'DREARWEREWHJIJI U, HE 
REL f'REMBJ, LARA EMA TIE , LESUSIS SHARE, 


MMH REE BIE , ARHHESERFER , MARE, MEN RESTE 
+. 


KRI BAAL, ብንጥጥ፳፪፪ዌ፡ከመፒ:ቿ፳መ,. BEEF Bal, RARE 
RRMA የ. EPR, CAMA. 104% 
BANFENANETR, ET PIE. IIe EIS 
BE, WEA S AMMAN, RENDER, IA EBEN ON FAR 
KÉ FAZ MAS. 


BREA, bit, MIEJAZRET, ” 


BAB ARES T , RRAS , BEE MAA Ak 
RMB E Y GR. BREAXFREINEN , CARR EF , RMA 
Bibig fa [n ÆR K, 


TRENMRA 7 87835 T. “thik, K-TEZRENHERK , fth 
Æ, መረሄበካ፤ርያገ ፎጊ! CANE TRASE, BAR iv, RAEAN 
ET. MERTEREIRE , APR- ERRE, 


2ዯእሸ፳89መ8-ዉ፳፳፪ፓ , AANZA , EIABETWAR , SIZE, 
RAN RUS TENE RARA. NIHERNEFHENST , RE 
መ፡843፪፪ጃ , he tH Bp ZE sapiy a e E h DEE, 


AH-MIN ZÈL, ፳ጄ.ፈ፤ክ8፪07፲358138፳865፪፲85 , KEANE, Bë 
AIREAMH. HEDIS E BIER , KR A TUS 
8%, HUIR, HUH TERIB. Vetere , 8 
SEA CASA , oxi Ef ARRE ID, 


“FioJABSILACKXE , RAN — REMAT IEM , hit , “PARA 
PRAIA MUA PLIBS KÉ , REĦRAREH EŻ. RSS TA 
WAS 4A AA SAM, HERNE, " 
MARCASITE , HR, RURZEM,. 

MEAN , (BEI Fie By AAA fe SK RU Z8 oA ER) $U sh, 
X—KRRA Ria , dE RESI BIS. 


888 RA CAD ae ES TURIS iX elo , (528. GEES SE 
89. ERSMANT, ZREIFRIITHEXR , MRAZENEE TRÈ 
8. NITBTEDMMHMKA, PECERA, NERO 
ARE E, RETA n] BE FR B E A, 


“ABP , 8 , "fit, TEĦ ” 

BE 2ረ & Z AMEN, CAFEA , SAMAN AMU 
RE, 

AGERE CHAS, wè, RIRRETFTZ, REZGEC,Mm 
TURBA LE Ri, 

T-A, REALES ERUSZZ , VIER T ET. € 


ANEEREH AB. RAS HAF kE 
K, MEILE ARES FUK, FIRB CHAM, 


“FUR Aina , thik, "CIR E. REEHSE, 
MOREE , REDI BHA, " 
CEDAR SAAN Zia, ህዌ፡52ዌ78/፳21፳ E Lamas Penh 


lè, RERE- TF, SCHOR, REMEBRHEHIHTE, AMARE Fæ 
T Au. 


mM, ibBERER—B, Riad ES, jx n] Lie T AS 
m, JÆ, SBA EKIRAR E IE SS AS 
ER, CAIDA, ፳፡20ቼ፪ጆች , HRB AN Ð ÆR FI SH Ug [e] 
Ko 


RARRFIHRFU , (528 , mt EI EIS, REFTER 
HEMER Bete TARA, 

“SE RRS , RIEA F , "win, "BERESXBUANAS A (S 
3, FEHIELAZE, kRMSINEET. ” 


(HY SNE RHEE JARA JE, SSeS , AF, Em 
KBT FA. 


METER, B, 88. ERROR, KEITEN 


BENPÜRBEI SEX MIR SATS OBA , fth 
RAFEA BEEZ, 

“RABE E pe , hit, "AENSAERBRLTSEAAE , M 
NIETAKNE, > 

EE EHM ENTE. 

ic) tb E ÑK FAES , +£ f AAA elie ኾ ፻፲381፪ , rm 
ft JL ARAB , MER AICA, 

“ANERE , "win , “EARIBEBIZAX. ” 


BERTHERZA, SCRZI-B , ESIMARA= T 80358718757 
aKa, SAENENIEENKEAHR, MIEESETESE L, terib 
KRAMER, ARBENBKES, SURSIS, MAGE 
EISE HH F , KSKABZIEX, ANSABENTRÄNSER, 32 
BIS BD SEN, CORRE, MEARE 8:8) 179: 2 á, 


3867 BEK, CARES ERRE, XENARARKTHMX 
6/6, ERETAE JAH. CIR KG 5 E , Dim AIS 
Ho BAR, EIA AAA AMARE, CNE RRBR-ARŻ 
K, Sei REN , 898 — Paine Sh. 


AKIZE TOONS F , ER Y APR , ARAR, BES RATE 
ae SO SRN , ft EIKE, (hits , MERA, AC 
MAMAS ViLECH SA, 


(WAT uh , AE, REE, (bÆ, RAN SILENN 
Ro SALUD. 


MEINER, ZAK. "twit. 


SRT, BBA SD KÐ I PESIMA ያጩ, EXA 
7-8, Seu, MUERO KREA. FECA , RES 
Ur] Hema ek, 54፡1 DAE EIÐ EINAR. 


ti FERLESHANT, AEEXINASAHERTE- RAEE , 279 
Fa — Win 7E 3832 CER SB AE E, 


KISS SE TOR, TANK, RFEEAINEBERTN, ZA 
ARE , BIER E REBEKA], BENS 
MUA, ARMWEHSZ, #፡፳፳ F — BET. 


RANET, BAR, EMIR E 7, ” 


INE SURES [" , BEHRRIHEIE, KANNE, 1528. te 
WX EE CHOIR, HIM, RF , (528. URI, AHR. ፳፪ 
Bis FANM, KAA. BRERA. MESAS, AMAR 
ÆTL BEINIR, 


AT, Hit H£ 5383778, LEA Sp ^V dum BEBE , ፳8፪1፲ 
ERRATA, MAME AS ARAN. PERAWHAMT—F 
Sr. MXMÉERZA, LES. 

“Al , "EA UL, “Ð , ጄጄ፤]ብበዉጠቭ#8)፳፤3፪፳፳-ተሟ 7, xt ERA 
RE?” 


8፳38#ቆ FARR- BR, (25. MERIEBETFÜTNDER , TEHZE 
fti E PERKA. EH SIE , 158. TXIRTEBUAA 
SEGĦBEERIMNTERESWETT. A, #፪ , NIACH. MKIA 


2t 
ĦEo 


TERE PAI ME LIEDER ያ, ÀMX—XX, emt f B 
B, RRNA. 


TERRY , መ , ZAR, PIRANIA KARNIEMEIE 
ME, AEREA, HTA. 


RE , RAT. RF E 


DH am es fm, (525. up uakis; BABE, TRIG AMEE , RS 
BAÐ, EFUM ARE, géet. (52538. 


FEINE, RIIA , ibĦġiER CARAS , “BRIE, > 
!-ይ"..-000:1 በጠ 2 Tt. 

FREE MES, SAN. ፳+ዛ-ቷ85፳፳መ፪ርፎ፳፳ቿጅ8 T. 
HOR MTS. ER TERN, 


hin SOR , SHBEEERERSNNK, AARFECHZER , 
ቭ885 1855272225 , VS", CEANEBESTHRTIE, 


KAA RK, ጄፌቨ፪ዌመጩቹጄቹ , REMIXTUEBZNDARW , "RR SU 
DARE MSIE. 


ft XIĊNT-—X, BEEĦT, BARRIAT Mega, A 
BE: ZS. 


(HEHE GASES RSS , MENA, MABAN, ARI 
ZG Datz, VARA SRS HHS , fft SWARE, 
A 8 LF ATAR, AAA IMA, (፳፪ , RA, 8 
fi, RESI, BRERA , EKSBIITAISAR. 


= A= TÉ, ANE, RREZE, ARA NA 
SR ANEZISRAYA EEE INI , seen 
፲፪ , ANESSHEESF, MEAN Pe, MERAN BIT 
ACBILASH SK , ፕዌ.ክቄ፳ቹ፪፳8ጂ፳: BAFER-E, Aah 
ZSNEEAE f EZ. 


SKAÐA 2523/፳፻፳ቼጆኗ , REBELEEEMA , ENANKAARERE , 


BESIAANNIKENEE , CACHASNAM , TERROR, CA 
Kent, RE Rae AMAIA, Al, CRIA RR 
AKA, /8፻1፳፪፪8፲፻12:58938ሇ , MBBIŻAB b, KAT ER. & 
AES EM, MEAR. NIHTEREFZER 
XB f.  iLEMRAAZMMFP iS 878 th , SRS RAIA , ft 
፳2/808፻፪588፻8 ጉኑ , REKIZILI, ERHĦIMERBRHEHR, ME 
IC AE EE CH ESE Æ KASSI የ , ACHARYA RA , AGE BBK 
git AÐAR AK, ARA MEE BAFER, RÉZERE 
IES, AA, MESURA. 


A E ah RAT TERR SB AE ES 
TAHA, AXNFHEB CAT. 


DAGA OA, "(HSER AAR EWE REDRA TERK, 
TRUST MTRO, RECCIÉBSXBUTUSS, MWE, RIBTLS AIL 
Se R 


MÆKÐESEANAT , OCH BD , 458. RARE , 70 
IEA, JES FING LK, PAPA, Me, MERA 
REFERIA, BRIMMER FE. REM MES , HIEEĦM 
K, HIMNI , Ade hen, MEN, EMER. 


(HA Sz) ABS EAH , 2811:805፳5፻288:0 , Kitts FI AIR 
FRECHE , BABKEHER, FCHMRARAEIA-M, KES 
BE lit, RRC. CERDA. tg RCV. 
EA O A 1525. BERFIRÄNENEXNFFN 
KE. WHICH , PPAR , A—RESHETWEEB , Æ 
A-RERWMECH FES , ETAN AF SHAE EE, 


ARTE, Erik, "bie , ft TRINI OK, RER ST, ëm 
ES " 


IER , NAM, thts SBA 1528 , AFA 
22, MEARE f fX, ZEBZEBANET, 


FINE, ES TZ HBS CARER, 


SISRIE , fà, "thik, BEREFRFIR, RMESPEMREX, ZA 
AEs ET CABLE. 


SHAR SENT E, FiLBAR SAN , Hee TREE ERA, 


A. fh titi ERETOEBSXBUmT , SCRE, WASREHH 
K, ARES RMLAT E, FERNER, Fake Cae 
E, 1928 f ims] ያተጃ , ARIS SMA MEL, matgin 
+, HIMES , RATEESEL, PROEZA E SEN 
ያቹ፡-89ቹ፪፳ፎፎ , ESTRES, EAN FE — HER S EB Bs I €, 
MERA- TAMA DENSA, MAGMA , A LAND 28 
lá , BAM, Ae BBR MER a PU HR BE TE, 


“RECURRE SARI. "CA. ENTAKZE, IR 
ET  (tAVSACABASZA , MEARE, BEKEL hA F 
AAS , IURERA EMAIL AN ZINE , ROAR BRE , 


Res DIE ? 


852. ALEKSA AE, 7209 ኣዘዛ #0 AE, MURS , 
BABE Dr K iZ 32 Sit, BAÐSAKARNI , (EKAIMFABR 
NAMAERSTE "RIES RRETA , 158 TANN 
ARR, MACRARRE T. 


(hi BB € RA SE AAPM, TENEZA, BRM 
Sp EB TA-RABSHM Aa. (hel F Ras, GAN FEMA 
KA ke , GC DS, DRA I, JB IESUS BMI 
87], Alster, LERNEN, RA J Aa , Jia 
HBOS, FAR, ፳8፪፻፳፻፪8728 , BINI. 


HABES SS E AI ED ES 
BIZIA , EREA. HERRERO, Sid 

FEEN, KABANN A, MR. (BZWEN, HDT መ 
GABET. MUS REDRESS , hai ER | 
ESTADO, LIBERE AVENA SERA L. JUENSTER,'elmilisL 
BE, BB, EA AEREA IAEA, ERFENEREBEN 
So PF SAR) , AMARE RADA, BUMERTNE, 


EIMFTENKABERN Yo, IEA, W70. MRS REI J Bn 
RANK , CHERERE. MEERES , Sms 
Ma, .5፳ዌ፳፳:88፳8መ , MERShHESRCHMS , Bii— LS 
IES E SS 1642, CESSIT 
A AR E: ERAS , HIRSMÆ ES 
ብ5፳2180መ፻3(ሀ2«፪ , EE FZ Bi , ALLTDIMBEFZE , #8ህ፪፦ 
FGWWSERZET , mia Ba, =81158፳3፤፪፪፪፳3ቸ፪ትቹቿ , SA 
ILE HAITI Eze kE T. 


DULCE (th ANÉ AR Ð ZAN , XU MIR ES BJ tB ትጅጅ, (028 , AUF 
REITEN. HLS OAMI EAT, PAE AJAN ጄቢ Æ 
IER RH LRT TEMA, HABER 
EMH, FRET ELF , RITER. PESA 
= ESTA, Si, — HL. DR A 

ET , EMEESEROR MEG I E E] EEUU SI 
Gg EE E 
SH, SS A RÁ Rt gn 
፳ , MAZAR , URLEN , MIECFERORE, KATE 
ROBUST EN, MENANSTÐA 


ብ:1]18/፡፳ብ81881 , EARR BERRIE KE , SAO(RISFTAN. a 
AER RS, COMARES, EARLEN , RRAK S. B 
Æ. ENTERO, Bin. BCRA, NERS- a 
SERRE MM ZE. 


$ NEIRA. SI K RIEBE GBA NIH ME RE 

ARTERIA, CERUACZKIKZRAE EE So BEREIZ , SIL A 

MAREO, GUEST. ABE SOE , AMAA ERD , 
7 TAE I] IRR BEAR FÆ 925 TK. 


AnTZARESASIK HERZEXEMXU, KENAA- RRD , 
520117. IR, XE SUME, EXC BSH, (FÈ 
Ak ou Ki ES SABUS AS, RIA, EI EN NEED. THE 
Sraeler 197 , ERRE, CORRES. CIBO 
(RSS, KT RESI AAA, KERNE KE F LE 
EBENE, 86-408. EFUSAKNNERÐ , TH 
E EE e SURE PISAN FA 
መ. CMA RAF TE be HS MAAR , AKEJLFAZANTF 
fa — , ሺ፻፻32፪፤30፳17]895589, Met RH j U S BE Pires FE 
HER, TNNASEMsRit, Sal , N FR FERN, bz Cale 7 
SM12600 IED , EMERGE, EUA TIA. 


=2ፈቹቼ ፲':22219288784|ኗ , MIERE AAA RIENEÉ, ARE 
#8 ፻ , ROZAS. BAESHÉXN ,TIETAX, E 
Lage, APRS, መአ58፳፪1ኾ 1 SAMBA. 


E ABI Ba ትጥ1:/፪፪8 , UREA. (:8#883ጆፒ , ARARIZ 

B RAM , 168, mee ADE, ከና ሐክ 
IR. ፲፪ሠ31ት1ቶጅ-፦፳ጅ , 158. IHR ር C Xx, ERiTRETE 
E. QURE, 0528 , REBAST. 


GĦ White, SERHA RENNER , EAEN ያ'=ነ8፲89፪መኞ 
AISPBERUBRES , OC MIABRABBEE LTR , FAR HIBISIBIġ 
KAS, SENAZENAL, ENEE su ka , SARI WARF 
ABI PARAT RB], MÆR A), BADEN MLAZEN 
3:88 , ERALETARZI B9 3E AAS Ef BAB AE IK 4X SZ 28) 
MAL. AREA BDT, RATES MRA S BAS 
SS IE AENA 
SFMT APT , CASAABILIL SRA. f FHESCHDPGESEREUXUGE , ጅ፳፦ 
RIFTERARÈNILY FE. tL r FZ , DEERE, RAAT 
EINER, 


፳80%8መ፪8 የተ , EAENENRFEDERATET. REETA 
3, ELTMERT. SAMBÆBEÐITI , PREMIA Ao 
=9፻88፳ , BENE NI, WMR, SARAKE , RAR 
BF. TMB ak , MERERI. SCOR ZENS ARMI 
UKR , AHA, RATE, ARSURIU RAE D. SERRA 
TEXKTA LAY — , € Aix mv. APERET KE. 


“EIZ fENSANTEW, ZAARA, Ef 1 RHEX (tif, 
MERNSEHNEXNFIEAN, ፎ5|፳ጆብ:89%8.. 


ta PARGRALRERŻERT—IR, AACCEARAKE, =፪5ዊ3፲8፪0፪፳፪ , h 
Prize tt Ciel TRE. 


RE BRAC BRE Y RHRARAEN SEI , 108, mu DOKU TD 
AIRE, KANÈ, uz Minat — EE K 6h. 


A SET DS ik , WE. AMARME 142 , ፳ሕ.ጆጩ፪ዩ; 
HARO, RENERE RAHA. 


“ሕጩ , An^ AA , bii, “API BEER, IBA85481J 
Mk. "SEI us SPREE MEW , (528. MERE RIED í , 
Zë EE Si 882248. BERG 728.2. (0ቨ፳2፡8፻/]፳፳፪ , Rit 
88. MIELEC ER, BWIERTEEĦA , Mera Sif. 


ERS, ERIK , "MMAR , EN , EE RAN 
MATAME, > 


JR- ERATA , 4. RARE RUE FIRS. RA, MARE 
PK, RESAN, DI Dr s YA k 342 AAN HELEN 


F? 21114 ያቶጄ , 1558. ARB REE. JE, RAT AG 


MARAE RU URBS Fr 8, E AYÈ 7 kopi AI (UE, 
488. FMM RAR HW Eis E RGA , FRE RR 
SG. ASIR TAT, BME ያ , mees, 


BRILLA, ERIK, bit, “Mee DP, MAS EJ 
T. MRATOTESA , ISB SST, > 


EAS EA ei NDI KD , BAZE EHS IA. 
(Bee fe ADT AERA. 


AT, Juku Sen. HAPE, “RE AEJ FAERIE ” 
FEIRER , “8፻8፳፳98ጆ፳ , BEHER, RT "ms 
“GET wo, XYRAEEBT EX. ERMETBEFITHT. ” 


HEBJ00 VATE , HANTS RII, PRIDE ARIES, (049 — ab 
2335 BUF BIS 7, 


MUA ARIZA, Wè. MARUS TEREE ME, 8፳58ተ-ኗጁ 
ቶቹ " , (W. TEENS, MISA AMM. IA 
DIERE, 


POMC SIR, MARA ACHA, KWARE , tb 
FME 232851 , MERI NEN SAARC , US AJ 
EBA. JXZMHL—R, MANS RES. BAKTER, HER 
GT, BEN A, MEXRAEI INĦTAT, iR, RE 
RENA, WABERHER SMES EVA HEIN SR ARI 
DIA 


LAMINAS MARIS, MARA ZU f BA FRE TR, tb 
ALARM BESS SS. RARE, HAEDO Y 
MAAC , XA ESAS, he, ፡፡588፳8 , CASAC 
099283 , AARENER, SCAB, (KEE; CUT Zia, my 
BE. MRINEZEW , MARLEN AE. RNA, FEKAIF? 


KBSAZT , BAK. "HAR Wie. 
NIE, MRT RRB SARSS , 588. Sejem rs IJ , ክ፳፦ 


SE: 
P. EBATOEBRIBIAM,TABGEGSBSIM,DBETESEBE,TIA 
az, ERARXAR, MAA RI, 


RREEZENTBL "CAAF, MAR PARA. ” 


Bit, ELS-HEMNMRURHFTIERTAEHNEM, ERASE 
ESTER , AILS FK. RARA PRAY , MAR, ፳፡፪19ሏ 
22፻298 Ne 


(Hse AOL , MADRE RE SRA AH NERAL, (hails E nB 
IE, BAÐ CHAM BK, BAM SND FE , WR 
HAX , Bæst alse. MERA FAR, (HAIMA 
15 LRD. AMA AMAA SB MERE SKEET BN. Ż 
ARE , ERTEESEN ZU BGR lle. 


፳82489:/18፻፪፳ , REMERA A SEE, HAE , REME 
መ:ጉ=18መ8፳19. BARRER, MANS AMS, HORI 
te] AA REKA AAA, RA kS RATA MR, 328-፦እጽ፦ 
\HNBEIER MEP AS, 


ERESMA, SETA Se , ANSB MAA DOME NA 
A, "deg BEI SI). MELA , fS TAREA 
[Epi TE PE F. 


“Ay! "HAR, RAMPES , ETRE- HRE , SFR 
“ተፈፀ9ቹችክ5ና1]3፳ቁጁቪ፤ , FRA SR RARA FE, 


“RAS, "WAF. dm eh , ER መዌመ89፻፪ , $ Fá 
BREA LKR. RECIFE ARIANE CARA 
FF, MIHREFREFRSTNRARE, CET ME , nee 
X, AWARS SAMRAT , RaXKSWS MRA SUMAR. A 
HENN SEE, 


ZARKZMÈA , TERM, VASA IFA ABSA. OT DON 
FCB BRIT EN, HR a] Resa EAR. {ibis aha RAMs 
ክመ , TLC ITM RR. Ala f 32 2 EEE SI 
BER, ሽጤዲጥቶጅ።ፕመጩክቿቹሺሸ:፤88 , -WENZZENER, Gm. 
mole CIA XC BOE EINS , MIER A ESI SE ps] B) T Í, 

EINE HERE, SIREN , MæÆRRÐII Set. War 
AAT , 'ፒ=ብ]፤፳፳በ2ፎቸ]ዘበበሮ፳፤፳092. ENERH-MEE, SEEBREE 
ME SEE A , CARE 
AEREA, Huez A B ERAS, Deh LETRA. 


“Ay, "SA , “mÐ, RUE, BAS. ” 


ENANIRT. BEENIRNFFMITRRFEN, AR F 
B, ANA FEPNT, YE RIDE X 65 BJ EAN , ZAR 
fo SII AAZE Sch, PI- FARRO AY SERS BEN , Ala 
RARA, AKE EAFAM, AKÉS LEZI 
MARKETA. TREN ARMA AMAR , rt BM IS BRE 
SOLA, EIERHRIHENT FEAR EEE , XHOR , FLØS Ð 
Si PDS, SEMARMRAB , “WERE, WIE IAEA 
FUERA FA. 


IMS SIE. RAR FEINA, = ADF: IM 
ABER , MARRS EM SE IS BLA 
FEB, WAYS PRdiERT , ARMIA. ERRE SERA, (8 
EEENBÜRER , JJIFILFHNHLŻ, 1፡-15ቹ፪፻፳ MMA TAX 
ች WAR SATA. NIBRERRRNEER, MRE, SCD 
ETEN KARA ARAB, CAR EB) 38 EBA Cia > Bi 
RAED, BAHIA, AR NNÆRHILAR- bl. TRIK 
ERAGE , ፳:8፪፳%=።እዌ835 E BAR-IJIBIĦEBJŻIE, shite 
RAMA ME. 


AT SARE, HIF HSS MMF ZF TER. I-ORZ 
AMILEAS , teak iis. ŻABMBXŻEENX , 147A HA 
GĦH ነ ጉ፪.28] , BIC. (031711), SBEBRTFMAEH 
ERA , (hit: SATE, WA. VARÐI nmn AE, ARRA 
፳ , KAĦXMEWŻIE, " 


ENBTIAJIIJ, MAR AEREA, rem, ESSE ER 
KINANA LE, 


EIKE L IZABAINMAZ—, MEBERHEJA , (HARI , “RAF 
Ske iF , RARRFNETARE, ARNERER, ei, PAB 
Slates. APER LS. WEE ee, CRAT, 
AFAKA, CALAMA ATAARE , BEI ENIRNE 
8፡85. 


“RMAL AAC ,መቭ , "feud, “ix W I TX 87S tf AL, 


ST wack BEN NETIE, BACARAR FMN. Anta 
BARI, ANTSRESNER, 


"Tx ELSSEBBEH AO SD IS RS, "REIHERHILENTIF, SA 
it , XU RAR. AMARRES AE, (HAR, BARA 
HF , ERK Ott AREA I (TAPIA E, BASI ARNAR 
BIT ZE, 


“MBRAS OAS , HAR , "EI Y. ” 
SS NE (ERD erën, 


“ ET6 24 818 , AE (SEA , tb, NTR Viable 
ERST. "Ire e ARASH. (EA, Sne 
Ran, ARAM KES CM MREAR , MWE, ABS PDR 
CESEN A ,EUSIREANER, 


RAKÉBAKIB—VNAIZEBE—4TEX , (528. MARIAT , Hin 
EIEMNIFRERRE, ARPER FIJAR, IRrKERITIRELEERR , 
RECA MERE STARA, Bi, OF RARAS, 15 
HERTAATT. RIT FINI RELA FT MAE. 


HL EE EABLET DIE 7 (HAR, RAS. XAR, SERRNER 
IE. REFEZXZENE—MY , Wè. MEERE ? Vi TÆ tB BEXEDA TO 
= 


Ho 


RERNE- RFT RA. CRAN, RK-AFA RB , 
UMRVI ÁJÁÐIVARARÐIBE , BEER RMR, SA Lib 
KA, ABRIR. L5 8B8)7JTSHCBJBA TTL EA. (BÆÐI SÐ RES 
A, ARRA , IRAE T 


SABÆ ኾቿ , Sen, tS sSASERAeSCKEISIS MIAE 
x, ጄዌጆዊመጂሟፀ9ርዣ , ABS), ABRAM ፳#ቐ9፳መመ፳መ፳መመ7ሮ፲1 
ZAM. BÆRE, MERRE-ER 


NERIR AAC, tik, "IS ASP, 380::28፻፪2፪8ሟ , AR 
ICHAT — [56/69 ” 


#8: ፳=1]12፡ና7] ፻2፪፳ " , (528. RAET McA Teal, (BE 
RERKRWMAMU LAEM, KARTI — in. 


IS Nr a lk SH, MADERAS, AMER 
HABRA, EXISTA RLRAEXKT , ftc EH Rei aes U, 
fitt, 


“MAS , ERIK , "mm. “ul E tB mA r. $ 
EBZABRXAÈTti, SPAS Z BU. 


= MED ANILE tS ké fe REGA KEK AA PAR BRE Sl 
K. ENELETRÄRORRIENDENR , RABINO yn. 


LATER, ALMA, (RSFSR RS ete. GEI, ል 
STR LE FRÉ, KERNRRART. AAA , f RE FIE, 
FRAME TEE, AA, MAINE, KINNAR 
፳86፳8235. 


RESE—KFEBAZAREKÉZI , BIERRA, ski Hii] ERI 


ARE FNE, Gegen EN AREKE 
REN, 8388 , SEHHHERFENAT. 12138 RB], ftm 
Re TIESJEEWXA L, AdttbsTI/EEZENEX Yé 
EE ESTERI, NIT T8), 


> = EIAS LAFEN AWÈ FE, REX — RAE 
E, Kf, SERRA EAN, EA AN AMANTES 
Eilin SER. EIARKERTRÄEHNZ , ATF EN , 282 
Batt, MUEREN AAA. BERFTZERKENEN, ZA 
NEETA | MATH f MRAR HIESJAJH A, 


“KI, AB, "CAR , “BIRU, ” 


NESARA, BEEREREN , EL ERE, MAESTRIA 
Mb, EAT f €. AR, MERA SSMS AISA. ib $ 
A TE, A SEE LB í F 
=, 


ENIWE UNCER , PARANA, ArtEnHAr- 
ABA :ቿ፳ቹ87. REENA- RRE, 


REEAISBZACHABAAETIN f , (523. BEES , KAM. (B 


ERKENTATRGFSTE , e RUN IRE AAA. URKER 
Wits RIBA, R- ECAT- RI. USM RRE, 
(528, 


MRTREZERFAE, KANÈ, AE FORA. 


ANTE IBAN FAR ee SAN , AMB FET. 


“KIRRABET , “ከ፲ , ARREARS NIS RABBIT ረ. 7, vU, 
WENT , RA AB EARL. "MER MaRS 
ALT, 528. RARESRAAŻJRHU, YA, (SIS 
fi, Vs MIRAGE. ISŻSRXGĦLR, XRĦRESHHA, 
(bÆ, ETE MRS EZ. 


(HARES RRA BWIA f , ANC RARE EE A T. RN, “ተ 
AAA ECH BW EB. 


FO , (hit, MEERENEM IBARRA, ĦIEĦI JA 
SABER 7, (BiedkÓ SET RZ RSE , MAB , Un ESA 
So MARES DERE , REE ? MRA LARCH MIRK, 
EPEAK., > 


[15 5/4፡5::5::5.1.:3::025 HEMEXSENAIN , SEET FEB, 
RZHECEKFÜNRER TREE , 2#0805ች8687፻፪ጁ= , (525. FIERA L 
RAFT , ፳፳/185፳ ፻. 


RURI FERRE, MARERE , ZEZ. Gr: 
K, Klit ERA MWE, SEERESENKI , HAE 
J) ? #፡«85፳ሬሙ 7 


reist, "fid, “RE(NISLEIZE, ” 


(EZNSSW=ZR, TASEEN, CARME TRA, RAM, REM 
MIZI], mp CHICAS. MATAME, MREZU X 
MEF, REKEN (FB bsk Serik , REN Lo fd 
ERE, KANSACWZAZ. IDDIE T IRA ga. 


528 , KEBAB , MRM Y X 58 K , phase Hr Oh re, FI 
DC A ST. QNT. RRITAOZIERASII KRAB LIE, 


titi, USAR, MES, AGERE HT KYM. 
KRAÐVBIJ FT , HE, Bee , DOUPSKBEIO Hs BFE [El 
Zo HSA AASE, A, ፳ቹ7 , ti. MEENT , EME 
HFETARET. 


“ARES , (HARRIE , “RARE, Ste (DUT tiri SS 
We, S 


ANRATZHETHEFET, KEMXE—E, wit. 


TXBERMT A ESXIE ? fbllA c. —MAŻTEJER , “ኮ፻ቹ8897]ፓ , Æ 
RA RWIRX-EBJTF , KRAZE? 


“52 , "bik, (RB EA LAA MAX, Im BL LP SA SER 
To Ë 


EES EE CS DIER 7" , (528. ERST, WRI HAS mS 
HE, VER BEIEMHHNHRIE ? (BENE AHLNFET, RABATT 
R, ACATHTAN. SkT6EBGXBEBSUATABUSSOC, HR RIRE 
AST. JMERRAR—TBB, E ath, SATS 
lm, E ERSTES , RATE. 


ANFBERENTARZA , MEN 7713] KRANISKAJEN. — H8 
882ር፡:፳፪4/5፻8ዖ] , HRARAE BU, ABRAM. Ala, EX 
BREMEN, BANARAS , ABO SRA. 11:15 
ARKEA , HABE, ANTZA , WAN RANAS. 


HE-RERT, SNA ILE EE TAFAET 
ik, CCS, WICH We ? 


IS , (HES MAS , L LEO, TERERETENEBN, Æ 
RENETE HEBEN, KAZACAABYFTE, WE, RZA 
FRETABHT, 


Amal f FRAT , HAGA 7" , mER—XWAN , HA DAA 
X. BINA , hres Ti JES CHAKA , A 
elm ZIFNAB RASA BEC. fta HEIT CHAR , fter CH Ia 
SALKA, MAM NAR , hae we SER , PESE 
Ath, 15 ኾ፻፪--1187225፤8፤8 , NIE sy eT SIAR , 
ITA. MARE TRATA MES, BRR So 


ATACA GAL AAA, WR, BENEI, — XX — Xie 
Hati] KE, JES E —RIR-R, ጀፎመክ፪4ታኮ ኩ 
K, MABSLHT TAN -ANN , MENA Bk መጋ EHEN 
x, RACINROS, SMIRK, 


KT, ARETES, HAA, NCAR, eeng 
SARE VSI £8 , AR ATAR, 4588ያ5፳፻ቹ , RAR, 
He SMS. CIERRA RIAS, THA AN A ME 


SERA, A tti AMR AREA, FÆ 
IER TER SAN TW, MRAZ. CERRAR REIR. 
ILEA RAA 283 Yo. 


ŻAWMENFMALTR, MARCEAU , athe 
S, #22, Bit NAEH FERMETFATE, 


(BAisEÉET—0O , më "ID. Ad, ZATAABZ, RABIN 
e LISTAR, ” 


ft ANS B 128 RIT , AEM HRT , AU [S SUR EE , AHL 
FREIEN FE , RELL SCRE, HR RT 
838825 , LEJMIGIR Ze AAT IL, UCR AAI TERR, fotum 
Atik, EBRATA RS. USB FAT RIT] , ta 
RG REARS WIER ERO, RE, ቼዌ/ረቼጊጭጩጩ 2ረሠ፳፳ፎ፪5 
ASHE, MRABAMMAER eege MH, SINENETNE 
£ , NABNEFENEZ, DE. CRESE, ME TIL 
ASR, AZCAmMS A ANNER T. 


MARIE, (HAR, WILE , ፻፳ Y ABARACIA , OLAS inh , 
THE AR SSAA SA n] RER, 


jx Hy th BE yt ES CE AM ERDE, KANBIZ, f SESS UA 
ሯ2ቹ83)#8ህ፳፳ጄፎሯ83፡፲2ር. ft 7የ፳፻8፤ር5፻ሸ፳831፻፲ቹ፪ , መ5፡5:4፣፤፳ቓ. 


Ziel , MERAS , (W48. Hátt, ANI, MAR 
#5 , 88፪፻፳፳721]09፳8ኗ , CABANA. TER, ni. RERA 
R. REI , WE. REITEN, SKI IKAN , Fum 
SR. KIEMRAPPANE , CASA JÉ, SAMS ile , ft 
4B 


RITA, (HARRIE , "EC AT, ” 


HERA VE , EOI RNA DEAR, (ANS, PARA BO EE 
REESE TS. RIMNTEERE , AE LOLA RÍAS. AS BAe 
THAD , 4:፳4፳በ፪፪51፲፳፳ PALABRA. XRAĦIL, ERRER 


TSE. inibit RAK , AE FEA SC E. 
ibik FIIT, Deet , LY. 2AJRttiiIESHEN , AF EIS, MÆR 


AMEBLCFSR, MECHA, GABA , AER TURCA, 
(he JLBBERACESBSEEES , AMES UA eae, ftm Bes 


PIR RARA , PARE MBA BAS RR (ODER B5] 2508, mm 
teżi, BEBEERM, 


ft S 7EISGE ER , MAEM , BEKE , MABILLE MAT , it b 
#8 T —2)L. (BINBZIZÈER, TENES. Fæltla EIDEMGM , ME 
BL, PAREADAS. — RIBA ME, ALEBCIIS A. X 


AIME CEL, AMARAL a A. 
IS A EA A HEBRE, MAREA 


BEZ ERNE ZA, (BAISAY FK , ፳፤ 7 RA. 
ANNE , UHR SENSOR. SERERE RAAT , 8ያ፦ 


Ll, AMES. 158711፻2”ቿ , SERE, BERST , 
SRE BBEEIRTRAR E SE , TEE BOUE , Si 
Ko 


፳5122ሀ169ቹ ! , SAE EKRIR, masse, AAM AIGA 
já , ABLE (RAN ZI MITA RARA BELLE f , ሸፕሠጃያ2 ” ተጀጃ , AS 
REAS LIN , LAAMBCANIERARS— F, ARBNEZALE 
MIR, ኖመ።ቹ፳ቹ(583ቹች OT IN 
RUE, Operette, 


YFZ S EISE ABMS , Sepp. EP EMBA DAN 
HE, MARE, HBBERNEEHEARDIKE, 


BARBETA. HWACBAWTS , BRILL 


RA MA. 
SEAS I'—REXAĦMIE, 


“Hale , "5f ES , ftbi RAOREFAIA AMBER, “8፪:5፪1፳ 
FIR, > 


“ቹይቤ7ፓ51ዌጀ , ERTAARØÐ ! ”85ተ#1889/8:ቹ0፲8. 
“፳8. "FI. 

(HEIs GRE , E í MINE, 

DAA, REMEFMINA, ” 


= 
“ቶሯጩ፪189 7” 


"REI. FRILKBÍILREIZEITA, ” 

"Sr FEM , "Zum. “MARIZ ix Z De, 

AFA PINAR eae, " 

HERNE, "Ain XR TERK, 

"(i Se SET sa fT AA? BAR, 

E A ES E ES IAEA ” 

"Rm 5 E ABA, > 

"HA, "FR 

572ኞጅ ERAM EDEA , EZASI4E,, SER, 
BK , 8ቺ8.:2ሀ:9580፳ፎ88 የ, (SNE. Sieste, 
SUH í ERA , UNAS JA, 

RF, ZAMET. 

DEG , BRK ES WÈ— RENE T EE, 
EMMA, Pf FA. 

"E HESXTIWU Y , SEM, "hit, CAIRT. > 
“ERAT MG. BARA. > 

“CRA. BEE BEZAREM, ” 

“(MEL BG ÐU, epp EBUZRPES. MEARE RBAME ? > 
‘LMS BRE CIR FRAMS, > 

‘BABAR ANTE ABD BENE 27 

MER, MAIL, ” 

"EE. Amit , TARDA NARA ኾ ፳189ቹ8, ” 
“fwi FIT FRIÐ ? > 


“YA, BREDDAN MANY.” 

“BAA , MAA , EBS. "EAT. ERRE, BERTA V6, 
MAZANA CSS RAJA AB VLA, BSAA. RRES 

4፤ , "fut, TA?” 


“BRR, BLATA, BIKAR ” 
Ħ 


RU IXAIL-IEEJA ፻, > 

“MI, dB UH. ፳ጥጩቹ፤፻ቹመሚ?”, ' 
“AIEE , "FA, ASA EA, " 
ARREAZEA VO?" 


RIEF. FAROE D. HABITO ETE f , EA 
TERRAL በጋ 


RI- ERF- XHENET , ARENE. AFHR 
HERATA. ĦISEESSJKNERTŻTJE, MRESABA , XA 
ZIEXMINE, SUAE RJT fo” 
RZBR-EIFR, UEBER, RAMBŻANLRI' 
RE , HFEA. ” 

"ES UAE , "Aint REF LAP, ES. ” 


“k AB S RM Ci), RERET- ETERRA, ፲፳፳25(88፳፳፪፪ 
TARAR T. ” 


E TI "BS KRIE, EŻ, RAAT BIA 
42, Braz nk, $ 


“MRE SILKE AT ARATE. "EA UI. 


MEI-ERERFER, KOLA E RAZDRE, f eT UARGXBITRS 
895, (RUNE T 2 DEM 7 ” 


“ES. "ENA. 


RAZER, BH, SHAS, ES. RAIDERS 
AR, ARIF BIL— o ” 


“ala T AREER, MEAE T. 
ATAI, RAIER. > 
SARE) , BARR IAM MAG EEA , fi RRR, 


JA ኑጥ , SG S HRS , Selm 
X888 FIR S/KSBz , tha l — B X ከጨ 2 , CHK 
m, ES — EXBJEB, VIRUELA DI PIETAS BR < 
/8 , MEEME 7K EATER, 


“PETAR 7”ነ ፳8፳88፳ኢዌፎ፪ፎ NCAA, le Se, RAS 
Wl HAuWEhHER, ARE. 


“Tiburon (EB) "RÁN, MEA, "Imker — NEIRA 


“Bi, KENRETMNEERZSALL Kl Z EDD, ” 
“tb ADS, "RIFF, 


RAA , CIE. CAMBS ያ, MARIDO RUBENS, BEE 
WAIT. WEA ATES 883987, 


Si 
ከጨ 


BIKARHŻWJENXZ LEAN ACME AR. — TZ # tE 
SENN, BAR, AER Fm, REIA REFRA. EP 
Ball, ቄቴዢ።ጄቿቹዌ፤ነዥጩመጩትፎጩሟ[:41:1]1ጆ , MIRIAM, EN LILR 
fao RR FAITE ES A AL. MÆR / x 
KA, HENSEINANGST. 


RAR, REFERRI ARIANE, MELE fIŻBAZATR 
MEANS; MOS , DEn. 888382 , SAER, 
EPERE Y ESAT RAE , HARE, DELRE 
MErKAÐ , VITAE ETAU-F-NANET Ann, TA IZ 
fatk , OS kp SHR, 1፳51822-፦ቫ , MAIER, Gr 
BII. ፻:-፦81818፳፤ዚ፲89፻53/:18፪፳መ=፪ቺ !ጆ፳ , Zeng EA 
To FPA BE. 


JUS Z MS 7 EV ARE MET? IX BASE, ARA 
FI. REARSBIBHEBTA, RASCH , MBIA. Æ 
KIRASO, WER HARARE T = +£ 7 


ES EIER , SEÍSOE E ER TA , WARE, AARE EA ER 
a, (PRR , Sak ፻-መ፤4፳፳3፪1ቻ ; EAN, BEE 
D'ZÄITE , ALBA EEA T RECAER, ፻288፳37(289 
2283. AISA SAAR , lp. MR-RESSIMARRAB , ARTEN 
hj E, SEUDGDKTIE, 


MER , TIRAN A188 SF, ARS BAEZA, MERA 
RE. BERRRFRR-E , AAPEEE PAE, APRESA 
= BEMER, AMRA. MARA E ALERTAR ERE, AI 
73 , ALDER , BIAS. ፻ሸ፳ጂ:፲፻69፳”ሦ , PAR 
Bi, ጥ፻22285 , PREWEXIE , RARE. up 524 KS E , MERA 
KA, ENLEIENFAATL , KRMEBS ARMS TID F. 


ARS SMES. RoJBRIFZX—A, MAMAS , fem SAFE, 
FARRAR A CHER , HRS ae. 


te 2 Foon Miele , KB SRN MBS , REZ, CARAI 
FWA RE A FMIZBNXF. MUERAN SIYE, ERS 
መ, RUAN , በዝህ ሙቪ RAMESH FK, SRR Wr 
RETRA , SENITEFUMER FERNER, H 11 
IX, RWEN , REWER AA PX ARAB], ont, 
EEES. TXTBIETENS28 — PA, “ARRAS TE SÉIS A 
Fo MET, 


CEA ES) OER EERE, SHS ARMA , TEST, 
I &EfB FH Y PRE AL, kommt, ቭ፳ቹቹመጆመጃጸቿ , VEXCÓRER 
89:82:87. , FMS, 2222328889 , Cal 
Metrics ESMERO, EC TX Kent, 


BA, BERN, ALAS INGE, (HAITI 
09 7 ፳88ች፳:፲9 , NAHER ARENE. Kil, FEI961FZ 
Ja , Oe" AMAR, (IR SANS , AFÈ FIX 
8 , ARE AB ESI, 

MA], MIEI? SREY ? RARE OE: 80%/88፻፻5መኞጅ 
AIRES, BRAMAN, ZAN, AH Oste, 
BAG, RAK , BITEN. “WARSI RISE , ፳ 
ABSANS GIE EK RET ZP. "SAR, MIFST. 


BARF, DARAS. SIMILAR, LERBAS , NEPERT 
(FIYANSE , ERREMATEA ARAE, 


FLA EDU ae DU BB ESI, HS NATA AE. REK, 
BIREARTERTIER , RHENE. 


፳87 (ARENA) : 


Zu, PAB, GER Eric Abrahamsen , 2016 HE SHIAES fE 
VIÐI A SU RAPAS Wr CUR FE EJ AS. 


ANN ES (ES E EG BY AER SE, 


FER ASB 


THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA 


He was an old man who fished alone in a skiff in the Gulf Stream and 


he had gone eighty-four days now without taking a fish. In the first forty 
days a boy had been with him But after forty days without a fish the 
boy's parents had told him that the old man was now definitely and 
finally salao,which is the worst form of unlucky, and the boy had gone 
at their orders in another boat which caught three good fish the first 
week. It made the boy sad to see the old man come in each day with his 
skiff empty and he always went down to help him carry either the coiled 
lines or the gaff and harpoon and the sail that was furled around the 
mast. The sail was patched with flour sacks and, furled, it looked like 
the flag of permanent defeat. 


The old man was thin and gaunt with deep wrinkles in the back of his 
neck. The brown blotches of the benevolent skin cancer the sun brings 
from its reflection on the tropic sea were on his cheeks. The blotches ran 
well down the sides of his face and his hands had the deep-creased scars 
from handling heavy fish on the cords. But none of these scars were 
fresh.They were as old as erosions in a fishless desert. 


Everything about him was old except his eyes and they were the same 
color as the sea and were cheerful and undefeated. 


"Santiago," the boy said to him as they climbed the bank from where 
the skiff was hauled up. “I could go with you again. We've made some 
money." 

The old man had taught the boy to fish and the boy loved him. 


“No,” the old man said. “You're with a lucky boat. Stay with them." 


“But remember how you went eighty-seven days without fish and then 
we caught big ones every day for three weeks." 


“I remember,” the old man said. “I know you did not leave me because 
you doubted.” 


“It was papa made me leave. I am a boy and I must obey him." 
“I know,” the old man said. “It is quite normal." 

“He hasn't much faith.” 

“No,” the old man said. “But we have. Haven't we?” 


“Yes,” the boy said. “Can I offer you a beer on the Terrace and then 
we'll take the stuff home.” 


“Why not?” the old man said. “Between fishermen. 


They sat on the Terrace and many of the fishermen made fun of the old 
man and he was not angry. Others, of the older fishermen, looked at 
him and were sad. But they did not show it and they spoke politely 
about the current and the depths they had drifted their lines at and the 
steady good weather and of what they had seen. The successful 
fishermen of that day were already in and had butchered their marlin 
out and carried them laid full length across two planks, with two men 
staggering at the end of each plank, to the fish house where they waited 
for the ice truck to carry them to the market in Havana. Those who had 
caught sharks had taken them to the shark factory on the other side of 
the cove where they were hoisted on a block and tackle, their livers 
removed, their fins cut off and their hides skinned out and their flesh cut 
into strips for salting. 


When the wind was in the east a smell came across the harbour from the 
shark factory; but today there was only the faint edge of the odour 
because the wind had backed into the north and then dropped off and it 
was pleasant and sunny on the Terrace. 


“Santiago,” the boy said. 


“Yes,” the old man said. He was holding his glass and thinking of many 
years ago. 


“Can I go out to get sardines for you for tomorrow?” 


“No. Go and play baseball. I can still row and Rogelio will throw the 
net.” 


“I would like to go. If I cannot fish with you. I would like to serve in 
some way." 


“You bought me a beer,” the old man said. “You are already a man.” 
“How old was I when you first took me in a boat? 


“Five and you nearly were killed when I brought the fish in too green 
and he nearly tore the boat to pieces. Can you remember?" 


“I can remember the tail slapping and banging and the thwart breaking 
and the noise of the clubbing. I can remember you throwing me into the 
bow where the wet coiled lines were and feeling the whole boat shiver 
and the noise of you clubbing him like chopping a tree down and the 
sweet blood smell all over me." 


“Can you really remember that or did I just tell it to you?" 
“I remember everything from when we first went together.” 
The old man looked at him with his sun-burned, confident loving eyes. 


“If you were my boy I'd take you out and gamble," he said. “But you are 
your father's and your mother's and you are in a lucky boat." 


“May I get the sardines? I know where I can get four baits too." 
“I have mine left from today. I put them in salt in the box." 
"Let me get four fresh ones." 


“One,” the old man said. His hope and his confidence had never gone. 
But now they were freshening as when the breeze rises. 


“Two,” the boy said. 
“Two,” the old man agreed. “You didn't steal them?” 
“I would,” the boy said. “But I bought these." 


"Thank you," the old man said. He was too simple to wonder when he 
had attained humility. But he knew he had attained it and he knew it 
was not disgraceful and it carried no loss of true pride. 


“Tomorrow is going to be a good day with this current,” he said. 
“Where are you going?” the boy asked. 


“Far out to come in when the wind shifts. I want to be out before it is 
light.” 


“Ill try to get him to work far out,” the boy said. “Then if you hook 
something truly big we can come to your aid.” 


“He does not like to work too far out.” 


“No,” the boy said. “But I will see something that he cannot see such as 
a bird working and get him to come out after dolphin." 


“Are his eyes that bad?” 
“He is almost blind.” 


“It is strange,” the old man said. “He never went turtle-ing. That is what 
kills the eyes.” 


“But you went turtle-ing for years off the Mosquito Coast and your eyes 
are good.” 


“T am a strange old man.” 
“But are you strong enough now for a truly big fish? 
“I think so. And there are many tricks.” 


“Let us take the stuff home,” the boy said. “So I can get the cast net and 
go after the sardines.” 


They picked up the gear from the boat. The old man carried the mast on 
his shoulder and the boy carried the wooden box with the coiled, hard- 
braided brown lines, the gaff and the harpoon with its shaft. The box 
with the baits was under the stern of the skiff along with the club that 
was used to subdue the big fish when they were brought alongside. No 
one would steal from the old man but it was better to take the sail and 
the heavy lines home as the dew was bad for them and, though he was 
quite sure no local people would steal from him, the old man thought 


that a gaff and a harpoon were needless temptations to leave in a boat. 


They walked up the road together to the old man's shack and went in 
through its open door. The old man leaned the mast with its wrapped 
sail against the wall and the boy put the box and the other gear beside 
it. The mast was nearly as long as the one room of the shack. The shack 
was made of the tough budshields of the royal palm which are called 
guano and in it there was a bed, a table, one chair, and a place on the 
dirt floor to cook with charcoal. On the brown walls of the flattened, 
overlapping leaves of the sturdy fiberedguano there was a picture in 
color of the Sacred Heart of Jesus and another of the Virgin of 
Cobre.These were relics of his wife. Once there had been a tinted 
photograph of his wife on the wall but he had taken it down because it 
made him too lonely to see it and it was on the shelf in the corner under 
his clean shirt. 


“What do you have to eat?” the boy asked. 

“A pot of yellow rice with fish. Do you want some? 

“No. I will eat at home. Do you want me to make the fire? 
“No. I will make it later on. Or I may eat the rice cold." 
“May I take the cast net?” 

“Of course." 


There was no cast net and the boy remembered when they had sold it. 
But they went through this fiction every day.There was no pot of yellow 
rice and fish and the boy knew this too. 


“Eighty-five is a lucky number,” the old man said. “How would you like 
to see me bring one in that dressed out over a thousand pounds?" 


'TII get the cast net and go for sardines. Will you sit in the sun in the 
doorway?" 


“Yes. I have yesterday's paper and I will read the baseball." 


The boy did not know whether yesterday's paper was a fiction too. But 
the old man brought it out from under the bed. 


“Perico gave it to me at the bodega,” he explained. 


“TIl be back when I have the sardines. I'll keep yours and mine together 
on ice and we can share them in the morning. When I come back you 
can tell me about the baseball.” 


“The Yankees cannot lose.” 

“But I fear the Indians of Cleveland.” 

“Have faith in the Yankees my son. Think of the great DiMaggio." 
“I fear both the Tigers of Detroit and the Indians of Cleveland." 


“Be careful or you will fear even the Reds of Cincinnati and the White 
Sax of Chicago." 


“You study it and tell me when I come back.” 


“Do you think we should buy a terminal of the lottery with an eighty- 
five? Tomorrow is the eighty-fifth day. 


“We can do that,” the boy said. “But what about the eighty-seven of 
your great record?” 


“It could not happen twice. Do you think you can find an eighty-five? 
“I can order one.” 


“One sheet. That's two dollars and a half. Who can we borrow that 
from?” 


“That's easy. I can always borrow two dollars and a half.” 


“T think perhaps I can too. But I try not to borrow.First you borrow. 
Then you beg." 


“Keep warm old man,” the boy said. “Remember we are in September.” 


“The month when the great fish come,” the old man said. “Anyone can 
be a fisherman in May. 


“I go now for the sardines,” the boy said. 


When the boy came back the old man was asleep in the chair and the 
sun was down. The boy took the old army blanket off the bed and 
spread it over the back of the chair and over the old man's shoulders. 
They were strange shoulders, still powerful although very old, and the 
neck was still strong too and the creases did not show so much when the 
old man was asleep and his head fallen forward. His shirt had been 
patched so many times that it was like the sail and the patches were 
faded to many different shades by the sun. The old man's head was very 
old though and with his eyes closed there was no life in his face. The 
newspaper lay across his knees and the weight of his arm held it there in 
the evening breeze. He was barefooted. 


The boy left him there and when he came back the old man was still 
asleep. 


“Wake up old man,” the boy said and put his hand on one of the old 
man's knees. 


The old man opened his eyes and for a moment he was coming back 
from a long way away. Then he smiled. 


“What have you got?” he asked. 

"Supper," said the boy. ^We're going to have supper." 
“Tm not very hungry.” 

“Come on and eat. You can't fish and not eat. 


“I have,” the old man said getting up and taking the newspaper and 
folding it. Then he started to fold the blanket. 


“Keep the blanket around you,” the boy said. “You'll not fish without 
eating while I'm alive. 


"Then live a long time and take care of yourself," the old man said. 
^What are we eating?" 


“Black beans and rice, fried bananas, and some stew.” 


The boy had brought them in a two-decker metal container from the 
Terrace. The two sets of knives and forks and spoons were in his pocket 


with a paper napkin wrapped around each set. 

“Who gave this to you?” 

“Martin. The owner.” 

“I must thank him.” 

“I thanked him already,” the boy said. “You don't need to thank him.” 


'TII give him the belly meat of a big fish,” the old man said. “Has he 
done this for us more than once?” 


“I think so.” 


“I must give him something more than the belly meat then. He is very 
thoughtful for us.” 


“He sent two beers.” 

“I like the beer in cans best.” 

“I know. But this is in bottles, Hatuey beer, and I take back the bottles.” 
“That's very kind of you,” the old man said. “Should we eat?” 


“Tve been asking you to,” the boy told him gently. “I have not wished to 
open the container until you were ready.” 


“Tm ready now,” the old man said. “I only needed time to wash.” 


Where did you wash? the boy thought. The village water supply was 
two streets down the road. I must have water here for him, the boy 
thought, and soap and a good towel. Why am I so thoughtless? I must 
get him another shirt and a jacket for the winter and some sort of shoes 
and another blanket. 


*Your stew is excellent," the old man said. 
“Tell me about the baseball," the boy asked him. 


“In the American League it is the Yankees as I said,”the old man said 
happily. 


“They lost today,” the boy told him. 
“That means nothing. The great DiMaggio is himself again.” 
“They have other men on the team.” 


“Naturally. But he makes the difference. In the other league, between 
Brooklyn and Philadelphia I must take Brooklyn. But then I think of 
Dick Sisler and those great drives In the old park.” 


“There was nothing ever like them. He hits the longest ball I have ever 
seen.” 


“Do you remember when he used to come to the Terrace? I wanted to 
take him fishing but I was too timid to ask him. Then I asked you to ask 
him and you were too timid.” 


“I know. It was a great mistake. He might have gone with us. Then we 
would have that for all of our lives.” 


“I would like to take the great DiMaggio fishing,” the old man said. 
“They say his father was a fisherman. Maybe he was as poor as we are 
and would understand.” 


“The great Sisler's father was never poor and he, the father, was playing 
in the Big Leagues when he was my age.” 


“When I was your age I was before the mast on a square rigged ship that 
ran to Africa and I have seen lions on the beaches in the evening.” 


“I know. You told me.” 
“Should we talk about Africa or about baseball?” 


“Baseball I think,” the boy said. “Tell me about the great John J. 
McGraw." He said Jota for J. 


“He used to come to the Terrace sometimes too in the older days. But he 
was rough and harsh-spoken and difficult when he was drinking. His 
mind was on horses as well as baseball. At least he carried lists of horses 
at all times in his pocket and frequently spoke the names of horses on 
the telephone." 


“He was a great manager,” the boy said. “My father thinks he was the 
greatest.” 


“Because he came here the most times,” the old man said. “If Durocher 
had continued to come here each year your father would think him the 
greatest manager.” 


“Who is the greatest manager, really, Luque or Mike Gonzalez?” 
“I think they are equal.” 

“And the best fisherman is you. 

“No. I know others better.” 


“Qué Va,” the boy said. “There are many good fishermen and some great 
ones. But there is only you. 


“Thank you. You make me happy. I hope no fish will come along so 
great that he will prove us wrong.” 


“There is no such fish if you are still strong as you say.” 


“I may not be as strong as I think,” the old man said. “But I know many 
tricks and I have resolution.” 


“You ought to go to bed now so that you will be fresh in the morning. I 
will take the things back to the Terrace.” 


“Good night then. I will wake you in the morning.” 
“You're my alarm clock,” the boy said. 


“Age is my alarm clock,” the old man said. “Why do old men wake so 
early? Is it to have one longer day?” 


“I don't know,” the boy said. “All I know is that young boys sleep late 
and hard.” 


“I can remember it,” the old man said. “I’ll waken you in time." 


“I do not like for him to waken me. It is as though I were inferior.” 


“I know.” 
“Sleep well old man.” 


The boy went out. They had eaten with no light on the table and the old 
man took off his trousers and went to bed in the dark. He rolled his 
trousers up to make a pillow, putting the newspaper inside them. He 
rolled himself in the blanket and slept on the other old newspapers that 
covered the springs of the bed. 


He was asleep in a short time and he dreamed of Africa when he was a 
boy and the long golden beaches and the white beaches, so white they 
hurt your eyes, and the high capes and the great brown mountains. He 
lived along that coast now every night and in his dreams he heard the 
surf roar and saw the native boats come riding through it.He smelled the 
tar and oakum of the deck as he slept and he smelled the smell of Africa 
that the land breeze brought at morning. 


Usually when he smelled the land breeze he woke up and dressed to go 
and wake the boy. But tonight the smell of the land breeze came very 
early and he knew it was too early in his dream and went on dreaming 
to see the white peaks of the Islands rising from the sea and then he 
dreamed of the different harbours and roadsteads of the Canary Islands. 


He no longer dreamed of storms, nor of women, nor of great 
occurrences, nor of great fish, nor fights, nor contests o strength, nor of 
his wife. He only dreamed of places now and of the lions on the beach. 
They played like young cats in the dusk and he loved them as he loved 
the boy. He never dreamed about the boy. He simply woke, looked out 
the open door at the moon and unrolled his trousers and put them on. 
He urinated outside the shack and then went up the road to wake the 
boy. He was shivering with the morning cold. But he knew he would 
shiver himself warm and that soon he would be rowing. 


The door of the house where the boy lived was unlocked and he opened 
it and walked in quietly with his bare feet. The boy was asleep on a cot 
in the first room and the old man could see him clearly with the light 
that came in from the dying moon. He took hold of one foot gently and 
held it until the boy woke and turned and looked at him.The old man 
nodded and the boy took his trousers from the chair by the bed and, 
sitting on the bed, pulled them on. 


The old man went out the door and the boy came after him. He was 
sleepy and the old man put his arm across his shoulders and said, “I am 
sorry.” 


“Qué Va,” the boy said. “It is what a man must do.” 


They walked down the road to the old man's shack and all along the 
road, in the dark, barefoot men were moving,carrying the masts of their 
boats. 


When they reached the old man's shack the boy took the rolls of line in 
the basket and the harpoon and gaff and the old man carried the mast 
with the furled sail on his shoulder. 


“Do you want coffee?" the boy asked. 
"Well put the gear in the boat and then get some." 


They had coffee from condensed milk cans at an early morning place 
that served fishermen. 


“How did you sleep old man?” the boy asked. He was waking up now 
although it was still hard for him to leave his sleep. 


“Very well, Manolin,” the old man said. “I feel confident today. 


“So do L" the boy said. “Now I must get your sardines and mine and 
your fresh baits. He brings our gear himself.He never wants anyone to 
carry anything." 


^We're different,” the old man said. “I let you carry things when you 
were five years old. 


“I know it,” the boy said. “Pll be right back. Have another coffee. We 
have credit here.” 


He walked off, bare-footed on the coral rocks, to the ice house where the 
baits were stored. 


The old man drank his coffee slowly. It was all he would have all day 
and he knew that he should take it. For a long time now eating had 
bored him and he never carried a lunch. He had a bottle of water in the 


bow of the skiff and that was all he needed for the day. 


The boy was back now with the sardines and the two baits wrapped in a 
newspaper and they went down the trail to the skiff,feeling the pebbled 
sand under their feet, and lifted the skiff and slid her into the water. 


“Good luck old man.” 


“Good luck,” the old man said. He fitted the rope lashings of the oars 
onto the thole pins and, leaning forward against the thrust of the blades 
in the water, he began to row out of the harbour in the dark. There were 
other boats from the other beaches going out to sea and the old man 
heard the dip and push of their oars even though he could not see them 
now the moon was below the hills. 


Sometimes someone would speak in a boat. But most of the boats were 
silent except for the dip of the oars. They spread apart after they were 
out of the mouth of the harbour and each one headed for the part of the 
ocean where he hoped to find fish. The old man knew he was going far 
out and he lef the smell of the land behind and rowed out into the clean 
early morning smell of the ocean. He saw the phosphorescence of the 
Gulf weed in the water as he rowed over the part of the ocean that the 
fishermen called the great well because there was a sudden deep of 
seven hundred fathoms where all sorts of fish congregated because of 
the swirl the current made against the steep walls of the floor of the 
ocean. Here there were concentrations of shrimp and bait fish and 
sometimes schools of squid in the deepest holes and these rose close to 
the surface at night where all the wandering fish fed on them. 


In the dark the old man could feel the morning coming and as he rowed 
he heard the trembling sound as flying fish left the water and the hissing 
that their stiff set wings made as they soared away in the darkness. He 
was very fond of flying fish as they wer his principal friends on the 
ocean. He was sorry for the birds,especially the small delicate dark terns 
that were always flying and looking and almost never finding, and he 
thought, the birds have a harder life than we do except for the robber 
birds and the heavy strong ones. Why did they make birds so delicate 
and fine as those sea swallows when the ocean can be so cruel? She is 
kind and very beautiful. But she can be so cruel and it comes so 
suddenly and such birds that fly, dipping and hunting, with their small 
sad voices are made too delicately for the sea. 


He always thought of the sea as la mar which is what people call her in 
Spanish when they love her. Sometimes those who love her say bad 
things of her but they are always said as though she were a woman. 
Some of the younger fishermen, those who used buoys as floats for their 
lines an had motorboats, bought when the shark livers had brought 
much money, spoke of her as el mar which is masculine.They spoke of 
her asa contestant or a place or even an enemy. But the old man always 
thought of her as feminine and as something that gave or withheld great 
favours, and if she did wild or wicked things it was because she could 
not help them. The moon affects her as it does a woman, he thought. 


He was rowing steadily and it was no effort for him since he kept well 
within his speed and the surface of the ocean was flat except for the 
occasional swirls of the current. He was letting the current do a third of 
the work and as it started to be light he saw he was already further out 
than he had hoped to be at this hour. 


I worked the deep wells for a week and did nothing,he thought. Today 
[| work out where the schools of bonito and albacore are and maybe 
there will be a big one with them. 


Before it was really light he had his baits out and was drifting with the 
current. One bait was down forty fathoms.The second was at seventy- 
five and the third and fourth were down in the blue water at one 
hundred and one hundred and twenty-five fathoms. Each bait hung head 
down with the shank of the hook inside the bait fish, tied and sewed 
solid and all the projecting part of the hook, the curve and the point, 
was covered with fresh sardines. Each sardine was hooked through both 
eyes so that they made a half-garland on the projecting steel. There was 
no part of the hook that a great fish could feel which was not sweet 
smelling and good tasting. 


The boy had given him two fresh small tunas, or albacores, which hung 
on the two deepest lines like plummets and, on the others, he had a big 
blue runner and a yellow jack that had been used before; but they were 
in good condition still and had the excellent sardines to give them scent 
and attractiveness. Each line, as thick around as a big pencil, was looped 
onto a green-sapped stick so that any pull or touch on the bait would 
make the stick dip and each line had two fortyfathom coils which could 
be made fast to the other spare coils so that, if it were necessary, a fish 
could take out over three hundred fathoms of line. 


Now the man watched the dip of the three sticks over the side of the 
skiff and rowed gently to keep the lines straight up and down and at 
their proper depths. It was quite light and any moment now the sun 
would rise. 


The sun rose thinly from the sea and the old man could see the other 
boats, low on the water and well in toward the shore, spread out across 
the current. Then the sun was brighter and the glare came on the water 
and then, as it rose clear, the flat sea sent it back at his eyes so that it 
hurt sharply and he rowed without looking into it. He looked down into 
the water and watched the lines that went straight down into the dark of 
the water. He kept them straighter than anyone did,so that at each level 
in the darkness of the stream there would be a bait waiting exactly 
where he wished it to be for any fish that swam there. Others let them 
drift with the current and sometimes they were at sixty fathoms when 
the fishermen thought they were at a hundred. 


But, he thought, I keep them with precision. Only I have no luck any 
more. But who knows? Maybe today. Every day is a new day. It is better 
to be lucky. But I would rather be exact. Then when luck comes you are 
ready. 


The sun was two hours higher now and it did not hurt his eyes so much 
to look into the east. There were only three boats in sight now and they 
showed very low and far inshore. 


All my life the early sun has hurt my eyes, he thought.Yet they are still 
good. In the evening I can look straight into it without getting the 
blackness. It has more force in the evening too. But in the morning it is 
painful. 


Just then he saw a man-of-war bird with his long black wings circling in 
the sky ahead of him. He made a quick drop, slanting down on his back- 
swept wings, and then circled again. 


“He's got something,” the old man said aloud. “He's not just looking.” 


He rowed slowly and steadily toward where the bird was circling. He 
did not hurry and he kept his lines straight up and down. But he 
crowded the current a little so that he was still fishing correctly though 
faster than he would have fished if h was not trying to use the bird. 


The bird went higher in the air and circled again, his wings motionless. 
Then he dove suddenly and the old man saw flying fish spurt out of the 
water and sail desperately over the surface. 


“Dolphin,” the old man said aloud. “Big dolphin.” 


He shipped his oars and brought a small line from under the bow. It had 
a wire leader and a medium-sized hook and he baited it with one of the 
sardines. He let it go over the side and then made it fast to a ring bolt in 
the stern. Then he baited another line and left it coiled in the shade of 
the bow. He went back to rowing and to watching the long-winged 
black bird who was working, now, low over the water. 


As he watched the bird dipped again slanting his wings for the dive and 
then swinging them wildly and ineffectually as he followed the flying 
fish. The old man could see the slight bulge in the water that the big 
dolphin raised as they followed the escaping fish. The dolphin were 
cutting through the water below the flight of the fish and would b in the 
water, driving at speed, when the fish dropped. It is a big school of 
dolphin, he thought. They are widespread and the flying fish have little 
chance. The bird has no chance.The flying fish are too big for him and 
they go too fast. 


He watched the flying fish burst out again and again and the ineffectual 
movements of the bird. That school has gotten away from me, he 
thought. They are moving out too fast and too far. But perhaps I will 
pick up a stray and perhaps my big fish is around them. My big fish 
must be somewhere. 


The clouds over the land now rose like mountains and the coast was 
only a long green line with the gray blue hills behind it.The water was a 
dark blue now, so dark that it was almost purple.As he looked down into 
it he saw the red sifting of the plankton in the dark water and the 
strange light the sun made now. He watched his lines to see them go 
straight down out of sight into the water and he was happy to see so 
much plankton because it meant fish. The strange light the sun made in 
the water, now that the sun was higher, meant good weather and so did 
the shape of the clouds over the land. But the bird was almost out of 
sight now and nothing showed on the surface of the water but some 
patches of yellow, sun-bleached Sargasso weed and the purple, 
formalized,iridescent, gelatinous bladder of a Portuguese man-of-war 


floating dose beside the boat. It turned on its side and then righted 
itself. It floated cheerfully as a bubble with its long deadly purple 
filament trailing a yard behind it in the water. 


“Agua mala,” the man said. “You whore.” 


From where he swung lightly against his oars he looked down into the 
water and saw the tiny fish that were coloured like the trailing filaments 
and swam between them and under the small shade the bubble made as 
it drifted. They were immune to its poison. But men were not and when 
same of the filaments would catch on a line and rest there slimy and 
purple while the old man was working a fish, he would have welts and 
sores on his arms and hands of the sort that poison ivy or poison oak 
can give. But these poisonings from the agua mala came quickly and 
struck like a whiplash. 


The iridescent bubbles were beautiful. But they were the falsest thing in 
the sea and the old man loved to see the big sea turtles eating them. The 
turtles saw them,approached them from the front, then shut their eyes 
so they were completely carapaced and ate them filaments and all. The 
old man loved to see the turtles eat them and he loved to walk on them 
on the beach after a storm and hear them pop when he stepped on them 
with the horny soles of his feet. 


He loved green turtles and hawk-bills with their elegance and speed and 
their great value and he had a friendly contempt for the huge, stupid 
loggerheads, yellow in their armour-plating,strange in their love- 
making, and happily eating the Portuguese men-of-war with their eyes 
shut. 


He had no mysticism about turtles although he had gone in turtle boats 
for many years. He was sorry for them all, even the great trunk backs 
that were as long as the skiff and weighed a ton. Most people are 
heartless about turtles because a turtle's heart will beat for hours after 
he has been cut up and butchered. But the old man thought, I have such 
a heart too and my feet and hands are like theirs. He ate the white eggs 
to give himself strength. He ate them all through May to be strong in 
September and October for the truly big fish. 


He also drank a cup of shark liver oil each day from the big drum in the 
shack where many of the fishermen kept their gear. It was there for all 


fishermen who wanted it. Most fishermen hated the taste. But it was no 
worse than getting up at the hours that they rose and it was very good 
against all colds and grippes and it was good for the eyes. 


Now the old man looked up and saw that the bird was circling again. 


“He's found fish,” he said aloud. No flying fish bro the surface and there 
was no scattering of bait fish. But as the old man watched, a small tuna 
rose in the air, turned and dropped head first into the water. The tuna 
shone silver in the sun and after he had dropped back into the water 
another and another rose and they were jumping in all directions, 
churning the water and leaping in long jumps after the bait. They were 
circling it and driving it. 


If they don't travel too fast I will get into them, the old man thought, 
and he watched the school working the water white and the bird now 
dropping and dipping into the bait fish that were forced to the surface in 
their panic. 


"The bird is a great help," the old man said. Just then the stern line 
came taut under his foot, where he had kept a loop of the line, and he 
dropped his oars and felt the weight of the small tuna's shivering pull as 
he held the line firm and commenced to haul it in. The shivering 
increased as he pulled in and he could see the blue back of the fish in 
the water and the gold of his sides before he swung him over the side 
and into the boat. He lay in the stern in the sun, compact and bullet 
shaped, his big, unintelligent eyes staring as he thumped his life out 
against the planking of the boat with the quick shivering strokes of his 
neat, fast-moving tail. The old man hit him on the head for kindness and 
kicked him, his body still shuddering,under the shade of the stern. 


“Albacore,” he said aloud. "Hell make a beautiful bait. He'll weigh ten 
pounds." 


He did not remember when he had first started to talk aloud when he 
was by himself. He had sung when he was by himself in the old days 
and he had sung at night sometimes when he was alone steering on his 
watch in the smacks or in the turtle boats.He had probably started to 
talk aloud, when alone, when the boy had left. But he did not 
remember. When he and the boy fished together they usually spoke only 
when it was necessary. They talked at night or when they were storm- 


bound by bad weather. It was considered a virtue not to talk 
unnecessarily at sea and the old man had always considered it so and 
respected it. But now he said his thoughts aloud many times since there 
was no one that they could annoy. 


“Tf the others heard me talking out loud they would think that I am 
crazy,” he said aloud. “But since I am not crazy, I do not care. And the 
rich have radios to talk to them in their boats and to bring them the 
baseball.” 


Now is no time to think of baseball, he thought.Now is the time to think 
of only one thing. That which I was born for. There might be a big one 
around that school,he thought. I picked up only a straggler from the 
albacore that were feeding. But they are working far out and 
fast.Everything that shows on the surface today travels very fast and to 
the north-east. Can that be the time of day? Or is it some sign of 
weather that I do not know? 


He could not see the green of the shore now but only the tops of the 
blue hills that showed white as though they were snow-capped and the 
clouds that looked like high snow mountains above them. The sea was 
very dark and the light made prisms in the water. The myriad flecks of 
the plankton were annulled now by the high sun and it was only the 
great deep prisms in the blue water that the old man saw now with his 
lines going straight down into the water that was a mile deep. 


The tuna, the fishermen called all the fish of that species tuna and only 
distinguished among them by their proper names when they came to sell 
them or to trade them for baits, were down again. The sun was hot now 
and the old man felt it on the back of his neck and felt the sweat trickle 
down his back as he rowed. 


I could just drift, he thought, and sleep and put a bight of line around 
my toe to wake me. But today is eighty-five days and I should fish the 
day well. 


Just then, watching his lines, he saw one of the projecting green sticks 
dip sharply. 


“Yes,” he said. “Yes,” and shipped his oars without bumping the boat. 
He reached out for the line and held it softly between the thumb and 


forefinger of his right hand.He felt no strain nor weight and he held the 
line lightly.Then it came again. This time it was a tentative pull, not 
solid nor heavy, and he knew exactly what it was. One hundred fathoms 
down a marlin was eating the sardines that covered the point and the 
shank of the hook where the hand-forged hook projected from the head 
of the small tuna. 


The old man held the line delicately, and softly, with his left hand, 
unleashed it from the stick. Now he could let it run through his fingers 
without the fish feeling any tensio This far out, he must be huge in this 
month, he thought. Eat them, fish. Eat them. Please eat them. How fresh 
they are and you down there six hundred feet in that cold water in the 
dark. Make another turn in the dark and come back and eat them. 


He felt the light delicate pulling and then a harder pull when a sardine's 
head must have been more difficult to break from the hook. Then there 
was nothing. 


“Come on,” the old man said aloud. “Make another turn. Just smell 
them. Aren't they lovely? Eat them good now and then there is the tuna. 
Hard and cold and lovely. Don't be shy, fish. Eat them. 


He waited with the line between his thumb and his finger,watching it 
and the other lines at the same time for the fish might have swum up or 
down. Then came the same delicate pulling touch again. 


"Hell take it,” the old man said aloud. “God help him to take it.” 
He did not take it though. He was gone and the old man felt nothing. 


“He can't have gone,” he said. “Christ knows he can't have gone. He's 
making a turn. Maybe he has been hooked before and he remembers 
something of it." 


Then he felt the gentle touch on the line and he was happy. 
“It was only his turn,” he said. "Hell take it.” 


He was happy feeling the gentle pulling and then he felt something hard 
and unbelievably heavy. It was the weight of the fish and he let the line 
slip down, down,down, unrolling off the first of the two reserve coils. As 
it went down, slipping lightly through the old man's fingers, he still 


could feel the great weight, though the pressure of his thumb and finger 
were almost imperceptible. 


“What a fish,” he said. “He has it sideways in his mouth now and he is 
moving off with it.” 


Then he will turn and swallow it, he thought. He did not say that 
because he knew that if you said a good thing it might not happen. He 
knew what a huge fish this was and he thought of him moving away in 
the darkness with the tuna held crosswise in his mouth. At that moment 
he felt him stop moving but the weight was still there. Then the weight 
increased and he gave more line. He tightened the pressure of his thumb 
and finger for a moment and the weight increased and was going 
straight down. 


“He's taken it,” he said. “Now DU let him eat it well.” 


He let the line slip through his fingers while he reached down with his 
left hand and made fast the free end of the two reserve coils to the loop 
of the two reserve coils of the next line. Now he was ready. He had 
three forty-fathom coils of line in reserve now, as well as the coil he was 
using. 


“Eatita little more,” he said. “Eat it well.” 


Eat it so that the point of the hook goes into your heart and kills you, he 
thought. Come up easy and let me put the harpoon into you. All right. 
Are you ready? Have you been long enough at table? 


“Now!” he said aloud and struck hard with both hands, gained a yard of 
line and then struck again and again,swinging with each arm alternately 
on the cord with all the strength of his arms and the pivoted weight of 
his body. 


Nothing happened. The fish just moved away slowly and the old man 
could not raise him an inch. His line was strong and made for heavy fish 
and he held it against his hack until it was so taut that beads of water 
were jumping from it. Then it began to make a slow hissing sound in the 
water and he still held it, bracing himself against the thwart and leaning 
back against the pull. The boat began to move slowly off toward the 
north-west. 


The fish moved steadily and they travelled slowly on the calm water. 
The other baits were still in the water but there was nothing to be done. 


“I wish I had the boy” the old man said aloud. “I’m being towed by a 
fish and I'm the towing bitt. I could make the line fast. But then he 
could break it. I must hold him all I can and give him line when he must 
have it. Thank God he is travelling and not going down.” 


What I will do if he decides to go down, I don't know. What Tl do if he 
sounds and dies I don't know. But I’ll do something. There are plenty of 
things I can do. 


He held the line against his back and watched its slant in the water and 
the skiff moving steadily to the north-west. 


This will kill him, the old man thought. He can't do this forever. But 
four hours later the fish was still swimming steadily out to sea, towing 
the skiff, and the old man was still braced solidly with the line across his 
back. 


“It was noon when I hooked him,” he said. “And I have never seen him.” 


He had pushed his straw hat hard down on his head before he hooked 
the fish and it was cutting his forehead.He was thirsty too and he got 
down on his knees and, being careful not to jerk on the line, moved as 
far into the bow as he could get and reached the water bottle with one 
hand. He opened it and drank a little. Then he rested against the 
bow.He rested sitting on the un-stepped mast and sail and tried not to 
think but only to endure. 


Then he looked behind him and saw that no land was visible. That 
makes no difference, he thought. I can always come in on the glow from 
Havana. There are two more hours before the sun sets and maybe he 
will come up before that. If he doesn't maybe he will come up with the 
moon. If he does not do that maybe he will come up with the sunrise. I 
have no cramps and I feel strong. It is he that has the hook in his mouth. 
But what a fish to pull like that. He must have his mouth shut tight on 
the wire. I wish I could see him. I wish I could see him only once to 
know what I have against me. 


The fish never changed his course nor his direction all that night as far 


as the man could tell from watching the stars. It was cold after the sun 
went down and the old man's sweat dried cold on his back and his arms 
and his old legs. During the day he had taken the sack that covered the 
bait box and spread it in the sun to dry. After the sun went down he tied 
it around his neck so that it hung down over his back and he cautiously 
worked it down under the line that was across his shoulders now. The 
sack cushioned the line and he had found a way of leaning forward 
against the bow so that he was almost comfortable. The position 
actually was only somewhat less intolerable; but he thought of it as 
almost comfortable. 


I can do nothing with him and he can do nothing with me, he thought. 
Not as long as he keeps this up. 


Once he stood up and urinated over the side of the skiff and looked at 
the stars and checked his course. The line showed like a phosphorescent 
streak in the water straight out from his shoulders. They were moving 
more slowly now and the glow of Havana was not so strong, so that he 
knew the current must be carrying them to the eastward. If I lose the 
glare of Havana we must be going more to the eastward, he thought. For 
if the fish's course held true I must see it for many more hours. I wonder 
how the baseball came out in the grand leagues today, he thought. It 
would be wonderful to do this with a radio. Then he thought, think of it 
always. Think of what you are doing. You must do nothing stupid. 


Then he said aloud, “I wish I had the boy. To help me and to see this.” 


No one should be alone in their old age, he thought.But it is 
unavoidable. I must remember to eat the tuna before he spoils in order 
to keep strong. Remember, no matter how little you want to, that you 
must eat him in the morning. Remember, he said to himself. 


During the night two porpoises came around the boat and he could hear 
them rolling and blowing. He could tell the difference between the 
blowing noise the male made and the sighing blow of the female. 


“They are good,” he said. “They play and make jokes and love one 
another. They are our brothers like the flying fish. 


Then he began to pity the great fish that he had hooked.He is wonderful 
and strange and who knows how old he is, he thought. Never have I had 


such a strong fish nor one who acted so strangely. Perhaps he is too wise 
to jump. He could ruin me by jumping or by a wild rush. But perhaps he 
has been hooked many times before and he knows that this is how he 
should make his fight. He cannot know that it is only one man against 
him, nor that it is an old man. But what a great fish he is and what will 
he bring in the market if the flesh is good. He took the bait like a male 
and he pulls like a male and his fight has no panic in it. I wonder if he 
has any plans or if he is just as desperate as I am? 


He remembered the time he had hooked one of a pair of marlin. The 
male fish always let the female fish feed first and the hooked fish, the 
female, made a wild, panic-stricken,despairing fight that soon exhausted 
her, and all the time the male had stayed with her, crossing the line and 
circling with her on the surface. He had stayed so close that the old man 
was afraid he would cut the line with his tail which was sharp as a 
scythe and almost of that size and shape. When the old man had gaffed 
her and clubbed her, holding the rapier bill with its sandpaper edge and 
clubbing her across the top of her head until her colour turned to a 
colour almost like the backing of mirrors, and then, with the boy's aid, 
hoisted her aboard, the male fish had stayed by the side of the boat. 
Then, while the old man was clearing the lines and preparing the 
harpoon, the male fish jumped high into the air beside the boat to see 
where the female was and then went down deep, his lavender 
wings,that were his pectoral fins, spread wide and all his wide lavender 
stripes showing. He was beautiful, the old man remembered,and he had 
stayed. 


That was the saddest thing I ever saw with them, the old man thought. 
The boy was sad too and we begged her pardon and butchered her 
promptly. 


“I wish the boy was here,” he said aloud and settled himself against the 
rounded planks of the bow and felt the strength of the great fish through 
the line he held across his shoulders moving steadily toward whatever 
he had chosen. 


When once, through my treachery, it had been necessary to him to make 
a choice, the old man thought. 


His choice had been to stay in the deep dark water far out beyond all 
snares and traps and treacheries. My choice was to go there to find him 


beyond all people. Beyond all people in the world. Now we are joined 
together and have been since noon. And no one to help either one of us. 


Perhaps I should not have been a fisherman, he thought. But that was 
the thing that I was born for. I must surely remember to eat the tuna 
after it gets light. 


Some time before daylight something took one of the baits that were 
behind him. He heard the stick break and the line begin to rush out over 
the gunwale of the skiff. In the darkness he loosened his sheath knife 
and taking all the strain of the fish on his left shoulder he leaned back 
and cut the line against the wood of the gunwale. Then he cut the other 
line closest to him and in the dark made the loose ends of the reserve 
coils fast. He worked skillfully with the one hand and put his foot on the 
coils to hold them as he drew his knots tight. Now he had six reserve 
coils of line. There were two from each bait he had severed and the two 
from the bait the fish had taken and they were all connected. 


After it is light, he thought, I will work back to the forty-fathom bait and 
cut it away too and link up the reserve coils. I will have lost two 
hundred fathoms of good Catalan cardel and the hooks and leaders. That 
can be replaced. But who replaces this fish if I hook some fish and it cuts 
hi off? I don't know what that fish was that took the bait just now. It 
could have been a marlin or a broadbill or a shark. I never felt him. I 
had to get rid of him too fast. 


Aloud he said, “I wish I had the boy.” 


But you haven't got the boy, he thought. You have only yourself and you 
had better work back to the last line now,in the dark or not in the dark, 
and cut it away and hook up the two reserve coils. 


So he did it. It was difficult in the dark and once the fis made a surge 
that pulled him down on his face and made a cut below his eye. The 
blood ran down his cheek a little way. But it coagulated and dried 
before it reached his chin and he worked his way back to the bow and 
rested against the wood. He adjusted the sack and carefully worked the 
line so that it came across a new part of his shoulders and, holding it 
anchored with his shoulders, he carefully felt the pull of the fish and 
then felt with his hand the progress of the skiff through the water. 


I wonder what he made that lurch for, he thought.The wire must have 
slipped on the great hill of his back.Certainly his back cannot feel as 
badly as mine does. But he cannot pull this skiff forever, no matter how 
great he is.Now everything is cleared away that might make trouble and 
Ihave a big reserve of line; all that a man can ask. 


“Fish,” he said softly, aloud, “Pll stay with you until I am dead.” 


He'll stay with me too, I suppose, the old man thought and he waited for 
it to be light. It was cold now in the time before daylight and he pushed 
against the wood to be warm.I can do it as long as he can, he thought. 
And in the first light the line extended out and down into the water. The 
boat moved steadily and when the first edge of the sun rose it was on 
the old man's right shoulder. 


“He's headed north,” the old man said. The current will have set us far 
to the eastward, he thought. I wish he would turn with the current. That 
would show that he was tiring. 


When the sun had risen further the old man realized that the fish was 
not tiring. There was only one favorable sign. The slant of the line 
showed he was swimming at a lesser depth. That did not necessarily 
mean that he would jump. But he might. 


“God let him jump,” the old man said. “I have enough line to handle 
him.” 


Maybe if I can increase the tension just a little it will hurt him and he 
will jump, he thought. Now that it is daylight let him jump so that he'll 
fill the sacks along his backbone with air and then he cannot go deep to 
die. 


He tried to increase the tension, but the line had been taut up to the 
very edge of the breaking point since he had hooked the fish and he felt 
the harshness as he leaned back to pull and knew he could put no more 
strain on it. I must not jerk it ever,he thought. Each jerk widens the cut 
the hook makes and then when he does jump he might throw it. Anyway 
I feel better with the sun and for once I do not have to look into it. 


There was yellow weed on the line but the old man knew that only 
made an added drag and he was pleased.It was the yellow Gulf weed 


that had made so much phosphorescence in the night. 


“Fish,” he said, “I love you and respect you very much.But I will kill you 
dead before this day ends.” 


Let us hope so, he thought. 


A small bird came toward the skiff from the north. He was a warbler 
and flying very low over the water. The old man could see that he was 
very tired. 


The bird made the stern of the boat and rested there. Then he flew 
around the old man's head and rested on the line where he was more 
comfortable. 


“How old are you?” the old man asked the bird. “Is this your first trip? 


The bird looked at him when he spoke. He was too tired even to 
examine the line and he teetered on it as his delicate feet gripped it fast. 


“It's steady,” the old man told him. “It’s too steady. You shouldn't be that 
tired after a windless night. What are birds coming to?” 


The hawks, he thought, that come out to sea to meet them. But he said 
nothing of this to the bird who could not understand him anyway and 
who would learn about the hawks soon enough. 


“Take a good rest, small bird,” he said. “Then go in and take your 
chance like any man or bird or fish. 


It encouraged him to talk because his back had stiffened in the night 
and it hurt truly now. 


“Stay at my house if you like, bird,” he said. “I am sorry I cannot hoist 
the sail and take you in with the small breeze that is rising. But I am 
with a friend." 


Just then the fish gave a sudden lurch that pulled the old man down 
onto the bow and would have pulled him overboard if he had not 
braced himself and given some line. 


The bird had flown up when the line jerked and the old man had not 


even seen him go. He felt the line carefully with his right hand and 
noticed his hand was bleeding. 


“Something hurt him then,” he said aloud and pulled back on the line to 
see if he could turn the fish. But when he was touching the breaking 
point he held steady and settled back against the strain of the line. 


“You're feeling it now, fish,” he said. “And so, God knows, am I." 


He looked around for the bird now because he would have liked him for 
company. The bird was gone. 


You did not stay long, the man thought. But it is rougher where you are 
going until you make the shore. How did I let the fish cut me with that 
one quick pull he made? I must be getting very stupid. Or perhaps I was 
looking at the small bird and thinking of him. Now I will pay attention 
to my work and then I must eat the tuna so that I will not have a failure 
of strength. 


“I wish the boy were here and that I had some salt,” he said aloud. 


Shifting the weight of the line to his left shoulder and kneeling carefully 
he washed his hand in the ocean and held it there, submerged, for more 
than a minute watching the blood trail away and the steady movement 
of the water against his hand as the boat moved. 


“He has slowed much,” he said. 


The old man would have liked to keep his hand in the salt water longer 
but he was afraid of another sudden lurch by the fish and he stood up 
and braced himself and held his hand up against the sun. It was only a 
line burn that had cut his flesh. But it was in the working part of his 
hand. He knew he would need his hands before this was over and he did 
not like to be cut before it started. 


“Now,” he said, when his hand had dried, “I must eat the small tuna. I 
can reach him with the gaff and eat him here in comfort." 


He knelt down and found the tuna under the stern with the gaff and 
drew it toward him keeping it clear of the coiled lines.Holding the line 
with his left shoulder again, and bracing on his left hand and arm, he 
took the tuna off the gaff hook and put the gaff back in place. He put 


one knee on the fish and cut strips of dark red meat longitudinally from 
the back of the head to the tail. They were wedge-shaped strips and he 
cut them from next to the back bone down to the edge of the belly. 
When he had cut six strips he spread them out on the wood of the bow, 
wiped his knife on his trousers, and lifted the carcass of the bonito by 
the tail and dropped it overboard. 


“I don't think I can eat an entire one,” he said and drew his knife across 
one of the strips. He could feel the steady hard pull of the line and his 
left hand was cramped.It drew up tight on the heavy cord and he looked 
at it in disgust. 


“What kind of a hand is that,” he said. “Cramp then if you want. Make 
yourself into a claw. It will do you no good.” 


Come on, he thought and looked down into the dark water at the slant 
of the line. Eat it now and it will strengthen the hand. It is not the 
hand's fault and you have been many hours with the fish. But you can 
stay with him forever. Eat the bonito now. 


He picked up a piece and put it in his mouth and chewed it slowly. It 
was not unpleasant. 


Chew it well, he thought, and get all the juices. It would not be bad to 
eat with a little lime or with lemon or with salt. 


“How do you feel, hand?” he asked the cramped hand that was almost 
as stiff as rigor mortis. “I’ll eat some more for you.” 


He ate the other part of the piece that he had cut in two. He chewed it 
carefully and then spat out the skin. 


“How does it go, hand? Or is it too early to know?” 
He took another full piece and chewed it. 


“It is a strong full-blooded fish,” he thought. “I was lucky to get him 
instead of dolphin. Dolphin is too sweet.This is hardly sweet at all and 
all the strength is still in it.” 


There is no sense in being anything but practical though,he thought. I 
wish I had some salt. And I do not know whether the sun will rot or dry 


what is left, so I had better eat it all although I am not hungry. The fish 
is calm and steady. I will eat it all and then I will be ready. 


“Be patient, hand,” he said. *I do this for you.” 


I wish I could feed the fish, he thought. He is my brother. But I must kill 
him and keep strong to do it. Slowly and conscientiously he ate all of 
the wedge-shaped strips of fish. 


He straightened up, wiping his hand on his trousers. 


“Now,” he said. “You can let the cord go, hand, and I will handle him 

with the right arm alone until you stop that nonsense." He put his left 
foot on the heavy line that the left hand had held and lay back against 
the pull against his back. 


“God help me to have the cramp go,” he said. “Because I do not know 
what the fish is going to do. 


But he seems calm, he thought, and following his plan.But what is his 
plan, he thought. And what is mine? Mine I must improvise to his 
because of his great size. If he will jump I can kill him. But he stays 
down forever. Then I will stay down with him forever. 


He rubbed the cramped hand against his trousers and tried to gentle the 
fingers. But it would not open. Maybe it will open with the sun, he 
thought. Maybe it will open when the strong raw tuna is digested. If I 
have to have it, I will open it, cost whatever it costs. But I do not want 
to open it now by force. Let it open by itself and come back of its own 
accord. After all I abused it much in the night when it was necessary to 
free and untie the various lines. 


He looked across the sea and knew how alone he was now. But he could 
see the prisms in the deep dark water and the line stretching ahead and 
the strange undulation of the calm.The clouds were building up now for 
the trade wind and he looked ahead and saw a flight of wild ducks 
etching themselves against the sky over the water,then blurring, then 
etching again and he knew no man was ever alone on the sea. 


He thought of how some men feared being out of sight of land in a small 
boat and knew they were right in the months of sudden bad weather. 


But now they were in hurricane months and, when there are no 
hurricanes, the weather of hurricane months is the best of all the year. 


If there is a hurricane you always see the signs of it in the sky for days 
ahead, if you are at sea. They do not see it ashore because they do not 
know what to look for, he thought. The land must make a difference 

too, in the shape of the clouds.But we have no hurricane coming now. 


He looked at the sky and saw the white cumulus built like friendly piles 
of ice cream and high above were the thin feathers of the cirrus against 
the high September sky. 


“Light brisa,” he said. “Better weather for me than for you, fish. 
His left hand was still cramped, but he was unknotting it slowly. 


I hate a cramp, he thought. It is a treachery of one's own body. It is 
humiliating before others to have a diarrhoea from ptomaine poisoning 
or to vomit from it. But a cramp, he thought of it as a calambre, 
humiliates oneself especially when one is alone. 


If the boy were here he could rub it for me and loosen it down from the 
forearm, he thought. But it will loosen up. 


Then, with his right hand he felt the difference in the pull of the line 
before he saw the slant change in the water.Then, as he leaned against 
the line and slapped his left hand hard and fast against his thigh he saw 
the line slanting slowly upward. 


“He's coming up," he said. “Come on hand. Please come on." 


The line rose slowly and steadily and then the surface of the ocean 
bulged ahead of the boat and the fish came out.He came out unendingly 
and water poured from his sides. He was bright in the sun and his head 
and back were dark purple and in the sun the stripes on his sides 
showed wide and a light lavender. His sword was as long as a baseball 
bat and tapered like a rapier and he rose his full length from the water 
and then re-entered it, smoothly, like a diver and the old man saw the 
great scythe-blade of his tail go under and the line commenced to race 
out. 


“He is two feet longer than the skiff,” the old man said. The line was 


going out fast but steadily and the fish was not panicked. The old man 
was trying with both hands to keep the line just inside of breaking 
strength. He knew that if he could not slow the fish with a steady 
pressure the fish could take out all the line and break it. 


He is a great fish and I must convince him, he thought.I must never let 
him learn his strength nor what he could do if he made his run. If I were 
him I would put in everything now and go until something broke. But, 
thank God, they are not as intelligent as we who kill them; although 
they are more noble and more able. 


The old man had seen many great fish. He had seen many that weighed 
more than a thousand pounds and he had caught two of that size in his 
life, but never alone. Now alone, and out of sight of land, he was fast to 
the biggest fish that he had ever seen and bigger than he had ever heard 
of, and his left hand was still as tight as the gripped claws of an eagle. 


It will uncramp though, he thought. Surely it will uncramp to help my 
right hand. There are three things that are brothers: the fish and my two 
hands. It must uncramp. It is unworthy of it to be cramped. The fish had 
slowed again and was going at his usual pace. 


I wonder why he jumped, the old man thought. He jumped almost as 
though to show me how big he was. I know now, anyway, he thought. I 
wish I could show him what sort of man I am. But then he would see the 
cramped hand. Let him think I am more man than I am and I will be so. 
I wish I was the fish, he thought, with everything he has against only my 
will and my intelligence. 


He settled comfortably against the wood and took his suffering as it 
came and the fish swam steadily and the boat moved slowly through the 
dark water. There was a small sea rising with the wind coming up from 
the east and at noon the old man's left hand was uncramped. 


“Bad news for you, fish,” he said and shifted the line over the sacks that 
covered his shoulders. 


He was comfortable but suffering, although he did not admit the 
suffering at all. 


“T am not religious," he said. “But I will say ten Our Fathers and ten Hail 


Marys that I should catch this fish, and I promise to make a pilgrimage 
to the Virgin of Cobre if I catch him. That is a promise." 


He commenced to say his prayers mechanically.Sometimes he would be 
so tired that he could not remember the prayer and then he would say 
them fast so that they would come automatically. Hail Marys are easier 
to say than Our Fathers, he thought. 


“Hail Mary full of Grace the Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou among 
women and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother 
of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death. Amen.” 
Then he added, “Blessed Virgin, pray for the death of this fish. 
Wonderful though he is.” 


With his prayers said, and feeling much better, but suffering exactly as 
much, and perhaps a little more, he leaned against the wood of the bow 
and began, mechanically, to work the fingers of his left hand. 


The sun was hot now although the breeze was rising gently. 


“I had better re-bait that little line out over the stern,” he said. “If the 
fish decides to stay another night I will need to eat again and the water 
is low in the bottle. I don't think I can get anything but a dolphin here. 
But if I eat him fresh enough he won't be bad. I wish a flying fish would 
come on board tonight But I have no light to attract them. A flying fish 
is excellent t eat raw and I would not have to cut him up. I must save all 
my strength now. Christ, I did not know he was so big.” 


“Pl kill him though,” he said. “In all his greatness and his glory.” 


Although it is unjust, he thought. But I will show him what a man can 
do and what a man endures. 


“I told the boy I was a strange old man,” he said. “Now is when I must 
prove it." 


The thousand times that he had proved it meant nothing. Now he was 
proving it again. Each time was a new time and he never thought about 
the past when he was doing it. 


I wish he'd sleep and I could sleep and dream about the lions, he 
thought. Why are the lions the main thing that is left? Don't think, old 


man, he said to himself, Rest gently now against the wood and think of 
nothing. He is working.Work as little as you can. 


It was getting into the afternoon and the boat still moved slowly and 
steadily. But there was an added drag now from the easterly breeze and 
the old man rode gently with the small sea and the hurt of the cord 
across his back came to him easily and smoothly. 


Once in the afternoon the line started to rise again. But the fish only 
continued to swim at a slightly higher level.The sun was on the old 
man's left arm and shoulder and on his back. So he knew the fish had 
turned east of north. 


Now that he had seen him once, he could picture the fish swimming in 
the water with his purple pectoral fins se wide as wings and the great 
erect tail slicing through the dark. I wonder how much he sees at that 
depth, the old man thought. His eye is huge and a horse, with much less 
eye, can see in the dark. Once I could see quite well in the dark. Not in 
the absolute dark. But almost as a cat sees. 


The sun and his steady movement of his fingers had uncramped his left 
hand now completely and he began to shift more of the strain to it and 
he shrugged the muscles of his back to shift the hurt of the cord a little. 


“If you're not tired, fish,” he said aloud, “you must be very strange." 


He felt very tired now and he knew the night would come soon and he 
tried to think of other things. He thought of the Big Leagues, to him they 
were the Gran Ligas, and he knew that the Yankees of New York were 
playing the Tigres of Detroit. 


This is the second day now that I do not know the result of the juegos, 
he thought. But I must have confidence and I must be worthy of the 
great DiMaggio who does all things perfectly even with the pain of the 
bone spur in his heel. What is a bone spur? he asked himself. Un espuela 
de hueso. We do not have them. Can it be as painful as the spur of a 
fighting cock in one's heel? I do not think I could endure that or the loss 
of the eye and of both eyes and continue to fight as the fighting cocks do 
Man is not much beside the great birds and beasts. Still I would rather 
be that beast down there in the darkness of the sea. 


“Unless sharks come,” he said aloud. “If sharks come,God pity him and 
me.” 


Do you believe the great DiMaggio would stay with a fish as long as I 
will stay with this one? he thought. I am sure he would and more since 
he is young and strong. Also his father was a fisherman. But would the 
bone spur hurt him too much? 


“I do not know,” he said aloud. “I never had a bone spur." 


As the sun set he remembered, to give himself more confidence, the time 
in the tavern at Casablanca when he had played the hand game with the 
great negro from Cienfuegos who was the strongest man on the docks. 
They had gone one day and one night with their elbows on a chalk line 
on the table and their forearms straight up and their hands gripped 
tight. Each one was trying to force the other's hand down onto the table. 
There was much betting and people went in and out of the room under 
the kerosene lights and he had looked at the arm and hand of the negro 
and at the negro's face. They changed the referees every four hours after 
the first eight so that the referees could sleep.Blood came out from 
under the fingernails of both his and the negro's hands and they looked 
each other in the eye and at their hands and forearms and the bettors 
went in and out of the room and sat on high chairs against the wall and 
watched. The walls were painted bright blue and were of wood and the 
lamps threw their shadows against them. The negro's shadow was huge 
and it moved on the wall as the breeze moved the lamps. 


The odds would change back and forth all night and they fed the negro 
rum and lighted cigarettes for him. Then the negro, after the rum, would 
try for a tremendous effort and once he had the old man, who was not 
an old man then but was Santiago El Campeón, nearly three inches off 
balance. But the old man had raised his hand up to dead even again. He 
was sure then that he had the negro, who was a fine man and a great 
athlete, beaten. And at daylight when the bettors were asking that it be 
called a draw and the referee was shaking his head, he had unleashed 
his effort and forced the hand of the negro down and down until it 
rested on the wood. The match had started on a Sunday morning and 
ended on a Monday morning. Many of the bettors had asked for a draw 
because they had to go to work on the docks loading sacks of sugar or at 
the Havana Coal Company. Otherwise everyone would have wanted it to 
go to a finish. But he had finished it anyway and before anyon had to go 


to work. 


For a long time after that everyone had called him The Champion and 
there had been a return match in the spring. But not much money was 
bet and he had won it quite easily since he had broken the confidence of 
the negro from Cienfuegos in the first match. After that he had a few 
matches and then no more. He decided that he could beat anyone if he 
wanted to badly enough and he decided that it was bad for his right 
hand for fishing. He had tried a few practice matches with his left hand. 
But his left hand had always been a traitor and would not do what he 
called on it to do and he did not trust it. 


The sun will bake it out well now, he thought. It should not cramp on 
me again unless it gets too cold in the night. I wonder what this night 
will bring. 


An airplane passed overhead on its course to Miami and he watched its 
shadow scaring up the schools of flying fish. 


“With so much flying fish there should be dolphin,”he said, and leaned 
back on the line to see if it was possible to gain any on his fish. But he 
could not and it stayed at the hardness and water-drop shivering that 
preceded breaking.The boat moved ahead slowly and he watched the 
airplane until he could no longer see it. 


It must be very strange in an airplane, he thought. I wonder what the 
sea looks like from that height? They should be able to see the fish well 
if they do not fly too high. I woul like to fly very slowly at two hundred 
fathoms high and see the fish from above. In the turtle boats I was in the 
cross-trees of the mast-head and even at that height I saw much. The 
dolphin look greener from there and you can see their stripes and their 
purple spots and you can see all of the school as they swim.Why is it 
that all the fast-moving fish of the dark current have purple backs and 
usually purple stripes or spots? The dolphin looks green of course 
because he is really golden. But when he comes to feed, truly hungry, 
purple stripes show on his sides as on a marlin. Can it be anger, or the 
greater speed he makes that brings them out? 


Just before it was dark, as they passed a great island of Sargasso weed 
that heaved and swung in the light sea as though the ocean were 
making love with something under a yellow blanket, his small line was 


taken by a dolphin. He saw it first when it jumped in the air, true gold 
in the last of the sun and bending and flapping wildly in the air. It 
jumped again and again in the acrobatics of its fear and he worked his 
way back to the stern and crouching and holding the big line with his 
right hand and arm, he pulled the dolphin in with his left hand, stepping 
on the gained line each time with his bare left foot. When the fish was at 
the stem, plunging and cutting from side to side in desperation, the old 
man leaned over the stern and lifted the burnished gold fish with its 
purple spots over the stem. Its jaws were working convulsively in quick 
bites against the hook and it pounded the bottom of the skiff with its 
long flat body, its tail and its head until he clubbed it across the shining 
golden head until it shivered and was still. 


The old man unhooked the fish, re-baited the line with another sardine 
and tossed it over. Then he worked his way slowly back to the bow. He 
washed his left hand and wiped it on his trousers. Then he shifted the 
heavy line from his right hand to his left and washed his right hand in 
the sea while he watched the sun go into the ocean and the slant of the 
big cord. 


“He hasn't changed at all,” he said. But watching the movement of the 
water against his hand he noted that it was perceptibly slower. 


'TII lash the two oars together across the stern and that will slow him in 
the night,” he said. “He's good for the night and so am 1.” 


It would be better to gut the dolphin a little later to save the blood in 
the meat, he thought. I can do that a little later and lash the oars to 
make a drag at the same time. I had better keep the fish quiet now and 
not disturb him too much at sunset. The setting of the sun is a difficult 
time for all fish. 


He let his hand dry in the air then grasped the line with it and eased 
himself as much as he could and allowed himself to be pulled forward 
against the wood so that the boat took the strain as much, or more, than 
he did. 


Im learning how to do it, he thought. This part of it anyway. Then too, 
remember he hasn't eaten since he took the bait and he is huge and 
needs much food. I have eaten the whole bonito. Tomorrow I will eat 
the dolphin. He called it dorado. Perhaps I should eat some of it when I 


clean it. It will be harder to eat than the bonito. But, then, nothing is 
easy. 


“How do you feel, fish?” he asked aloud. *I feel good and my left hand 
is better and I have food for a night and a day. Pull the boat, fish. 


He did not truly feel good because the pain from the cord across his 
back had almost passed pain and gone into a dullness that he 
mistrusted. But I have had worse things than that, he thought. My hand 
is only cut a little and the cramp is gone from the other. My legs are all 
right. Also now I have gained on him in the question of sustenance. 


It was dark now as it becomes dark quickly after the sun sets in 
September. He lay against the worn wood of the bow and rested all that 
he could. The first stars were out.He did not know the name of Rigel but 
he saw it and knew soon they would all be out and he would have all 
his distant friends. 


"The fish is my friend too," he said aloud. *I have never seen or heard of 
such a fish. But I must kill him. I am glad we do not have to try to kill 
the stars." 


Imagine if each day a man must try to kill the moon,he thought. The 
moon runs away. But imagine if a man each day should have to try to 
kill the sun? We were born lucky,he thought. 


Then he was sorry for the great fish that had nothing to eat and his 
determination to kill him never relaxed in his sorrow for him. How 
many people will he feed, he thought.But are they worthy to eat him? 
No, of course not. There is no one worthy of eating him from the 
manner of his behaviour and his great dignity. 


I do not understand these things, he thought. But it is good that we do 
not have to try to kill the sun or the moon or the stars. It is enough to 
live on the sea and kill our true brothers. 


Now, he thought, I must think about the drag. It has its perils and its 
merits. I may lose so much line that I will lose him, if he makes his 
effort and the drag made by the oars is in place and the boat loses all 
her lightness. Her lightness prolongs both our suffering but it is my 
safety since he has great speed that he has never yet employed. No 


matter what passes I must gut the dolphin so he does not spoil and eat 
some of him to be strong. 


Now I will rest an hour more and feel that he is solid and steady before I 
move back to the stern to do the work and make the decision. In the 
meantime I can see how he acts and if he shows any changes. The oars 
are a good trick; but it has reached the time to play for safety. He is 
much fish still and I saw that the hook was in the corner of his mouth 
and he has kept his mouth tight shut. The punishment of the hook is 
nothing. The punishment of hunger, and that he is against something 
that he does not comprehend, is everything. Rest now, old man, and let 
him work until your next duty comes. 


He rested for what he believed to be two hours.The moon did not rise 
now until late and he had no way of judging the time. Nor was he really 
resting except comparatively. He was still bearing the pull of the fish 
across his shoulders but he placed his left hand on the gunwale of the 
bow and confided more and more of the resistance to the fish to the skiff 
itself. 


How simple it would be if I could make the line fast,he thought. But 
with one small lurch he could break it. I must cushion the pull of the 
line with my body and at all times be ready to give line with both 
hands. 


“But you have not slept yet, old man," he said aloud. “It is half a day 
and a night and now another day and you have not slept. You must 
devise a way so that you sleep a little if he is quiet and steady. If you do 
not sleep you might become unclear in the head." 


I’m clear enough in the head, he thought. Too clear.I am as clear as the 
stars that are my brothers. Still I must sleep. They sleep and the moon 
and the sun sleep and even the ocean sleeps sometimes on certain days 
when there is no current and a flat calm. 


But remember to sleep, he thought. Make yourself do it and devise some 
simple and sure way about the lines. Now go back and prepare the 
dolphin. It is too dangerous to rig the oars as a drag if you must sleep. 


I could go without sleeping, he told himself. But it would be too 
dangerous. 


He started to work his way back to the stern on his hands and knees, 
being careful not to jerk against the fish. He may be half asleep himself, 
he thought. But I do not want him to rest.He must pull until he dies. 


Back in the stern he turned so that his left hand held the strain of the 
line across his shoulders and drew his knife from its sheath with his 
right hand. The stars were bright now and he saw the dolphin clearly 
and he pushed the blade of his knife into his head and drew him out 
from under the stern. He put one of his feet on the fish and slit him 
quickly from the vent up to the tip of his lower jaw. Then he put his 
knife down and gutted him with his right hand, scooping him clean and 
pulling the gills clear. He felt the maw heavy and slippery in his hands 
and he slit it open. There were two flying fish inside. They were fresh 
and hard and he laid them side by side and dropped the guts and the 
gills over the stern. They sank leaving a trail of phosphorescence in the 
water. The dolphin was cold and a leprous gray-white now in the 
starlight and the old man skinned one side of him while he held his 
right foot on the fish's head.Then he turned him over and skinned the 
other side and cut each side off from the head down to the tail. 


He slid the carcass overboard and looked to see if there was any swirl in 
the water. But there was only the light of its slow descent. He turned 
then and placed the two flying fish inside the two fillets of fish and 
putting his kn back in its sheath, he worked his way slowly back to the 
bow. His back was bent with the weight of the line across it and he 
carried the fish in his right hand. 


Back in the bow he laid the two fillets of fish out o the wood with the 
flying fish beside them. After that he settled the line across his shoulders 
in a new place and held it again with his left hand resting on the 
gunwale. Then he leaned over the side and washed the flying fish in the 
water noting the speed of the water against his hand. His hand was 
phosphorescent from skinning the fish and he watched the flow of the 
water against it. The flow was less strong and a he rubbed the side of his 
hand against the planking of the skiff, particles of phosphorus floated off 
and drifted slowly astern. 


“He is tiring or he is resting," the old man said. “Now let me get through 
the eating of this dolphin and get some rest and a little sleep." 


Under the stars and with the night colder all the time he ate half of one 


of the dolphin fillets and one of the flying fish, gutted and with its head 
cut off. 


“What an excellent fish dolphin is to eat cooked,” he said. “And what a 
miserable fish raw. I will never go in a boat again without salt or limes." 


If I had brains I would have splashed water on the bow all day and 
drying, it would have made salt, he thought.But then I did not hook the 
dolphin until almost sunset. Still it was a lack of preparation. But I have 
chewed it all well and I am not nauseated. 


The sky was clouding over to the east and one after another the stars he 
knew were gone. It looked now as though he were moving into a great 
canyon of clouds and the wind had dropped. 


“There will be bad weather in three or four days," he said. “But not 
tonight and not tomorrow. Rig now to get some sleep, old man, while 
the fish is calm and steady. 


He held the line tight in his right hand and then pushed his thigh 
against his right hand as he leaned all his weight against the wood of 
the bow. Then he passed the line a little lower on his shoulders and 
braced his left hand on it. 


My right hand can hold it as long as it is braced, he thought. If it relaxes 
in sleep my left hand will wake me as the line goes out. It is hard on the 
right hand. But he is used to punishment. Even if I sleep twenty minutes 
or a half an hour it is good. He lay forward cramping himself against the 
line with all of his body, putting all his weight onto his right band, and 
he was asleep. 


He did not dream of the lions but instead of a vast school of porpoises 
that stretched for eight or ten miles and it was in the time of their 
mating and they would leap high into the air and return into the same 
hole they had made in the water when they leaped. 


Then he dreamed that he was in the village on his bed and there was a 
norther and he was very cold and his right arm was asleep because his 
head had rested on it instead of a pillow. 


After that he began to dream of the long yellow beach and he saw the 


first of the lions come down onto it in the early dark and then the other 
lions came and he rested his chin on the wood of the bows where the 
ship lay anchored with the evening off-shore breeze and he waited to 
see if there would be more lions and he was happy. 


The moon had been up for a long time but he slept on and the fish 
pulled on steadily and the boat moved into the tunnel of clouds. 


He woke with the jerk of his right fist coming up against his face and 
the line buming out through his right hand. He had no feeling of his left 
hand but he braked all he could with his right and the line rushed out. 
Finally his left hand found the line and he leaned back against the line 
and now it burned his back and his left hand, and his left hand was 
taking all the strain and cutting badly. He looked back at the coils of 
line and they were feeding smoothly. Just then the fish jumped making 
a great bursting of the ocean and then a heavy fall. Then he jumped 
again and again and the boat was going fast although line was still 
racing out and the old man was raising the strain to breaking point and 
raising it to breaking point again and again. He had been pulled down 
tight onto the bow and his face was in the cut slice of dolphin and he 
could not move. 


This is what we waited for, he thought. So now let us take it. 
Make him pay for the line, he thought. Make him pay for it. 


He could not see the fish's jumps but only heard the breaking of the 
ocean and the heavy splash as he fell. The speed of the line was cutting 
his hands badly but he had always known this would happen and he 
tried to keep the cutting across the calloused parts and not let the line 
slip into the palm nor cut the fingers. 


If the boy was here he would wet the coils of line, he thought. Yes. If the 
boy were here. If the boy were here. 


The line went out and out and out but it was slowing now and he was 
making the fish earn each inch of it. Now he got his head up from the 
wood and out of the slice of fish that his cheek had crushed. Then he 
was on his knees and then he rose slowly to his feet. He was ceding line 
but more slowly all he time. He worked back to where he could feel 
with his foot the coils of line that he could not see.There was plenty of 


line still and now the fish had to pull the friction of all that new line 
through the water. 


Yes, he thought. And now he has jumped more than a dozen times and 
filled the sacks along his back with air and he cannot go down deep to 
die where I cannot bring him up. He will start circling soon and then I 
must work on him.I wonder what started him so suddenly? Could it 
have been hunger that made him desperate, or was he frightened by 
something in the night? Maybe he suddenly felt fear. But he was such a 
calm, strong fish and he seemed so fearless and so confident. It is 
strange. 


“You better be fearless and confident yourself, old man,” he said. 
“You're holding him again but you cannot get line. But soon he has to 
circle." 


The old man held him with his left hand and his shoulders now and 
stooped down and scooped up water in his right hand to get the crushed 
dolphin flesh off of his face. He was afraid that it might nauseate him 
and he would vomit and lose his strength. When his face was cleaned he 
washed his right hand in the water over the side and then let it stay in 
the salt water while he watched the first light come before the sunrise. 
He's headed almost east, he thought.That means he is tired and going 
with the current. Soon he will have to circle. Then our true work begins. 


After he judged that his right hand had been in the water long enough 
he took it out and looked at it. 


“Tt is not bad,” he said. “And pain does not matter to a man.” 


He took hold of the line carefully so that it did not fit into any of the 
fresh line cuts and shifted his weight so that he could put his left hand 
into the sea on the other side of the skiff. 


“You did not do so badly for something worthless," he said to his left 
hand. “But there was a moment when I could not find you. 


Why was I not born with two good hands? he thought.Perhaps it was my 
fault in not training that one properly. But God knows he has had 
enough chances to learn. He did not do so badly in the night, though, 
and he has only cramped once. If he cramps again let the line cut him 


off. 


When he thought that he knew that he was not being clear-headed and 
he thought he should chew some more of the dolphin. But I can't, he 
told himself. It is better to be light-headed than to lose your strength 
from nausea. And I know I cannot keep it if I eat it since my face was in 
it. I will keep it for an emergency until it goes bad. But it is too late to 
try for strength now through nourishment. You're stupid,he told himself. 
Eat the other flying fish. 


It was there, cleaned and ready, and he picked it up with his left hand 
and ate it chewing the bones carefully and eating all of it down to the 
tail. 


It has more nourishment than almost any fish, he thought. At least the 
kind of strength that I need. Now I have done what I can, he thought. 
Let him begin to circle and let the fight come. 


The sun was rising for the third time since he had put to sea when the 
fish started to circle. 


He could not see by the slant of the line that the fish was circling. It was 
too early for that. He just felt a faint slackening of the pressure of the 
line and he commenced to pull on it gently with his right hand. It 
tightened, as always, but just when he reached the point where it would 
break, line began to come in. He slipped his shoulders and head from 
under the line and began to pull in line steadily and gently. He used 
both of his hands in a swinging motion and tried to do the pulling as 
much as he could with his body and his legs. His old legs and shoulders 
pivoted with the swinging of the pulling. 


“It is a very big circle,” he said. “But he is circling.” 


Then the line would not come in any more and he held it until he saw 
the drops jumping from it in the sun.Then it started out and the old man 
knelt down and let it go grudgingly back into the dark water. 


“He is making the far part of his circle now,” he said.I must hold all I 
can, he thought. The strain will shorten his circle each time. Perhaps in 
an hour I will see him. Now I must convince him and then I must kill 
him. 


But the fish kept on circling slowly and the old man was wet with sweat 
and tired deep into his bones two hours later. But the circles were much 
shorter now and from the way the line slanted he could tell the fish had 
risen steadily while he swam. 


For an hour the old man had been seeing black spots before his eyes and 
the sweat salted his eyes and salted the cut over his eye and on his 
forehead. He was not afraid of the black spots. They were normal at the 
tension that he was pulling on the line. Twice, though, he had felt faint 
and dizzy and that had worried him. 


“I could not fail myself and die on a fish like this,” he said. “Now that I 
have him coming so beautifully, God help me endure. Pll say a hundred 
Our Fathers and a hundred Hail Marys. But I cannot say them now." 


Consider them said, he thought. I'll say them later. 


Just then he felt a sudden banging and jerking on the line he held with 
his two hands. It was sharp and hardfeeling and heavy. 


He is hitting the wire leader with his spear, he thought.That was bound 
to come. He had to do that. It may make him jump though and I would 
rather he stayed circling now.The jumps were necessary for him to take 
air. But after that each one can widen the opening of the hook wound 
and he can throw the hook. 


“Don't jump, fish,” he said. “Don't jump. 


The fish hit the wire several times more and each time he shook his 
head the old man gave up a little line. 


I must hold his pain where it is, he thought. Mine does not matter. I can 
control mine. But his pain could drive him mad. 


After a while the fish stopped beating at the wire and started circling 
slowly again. The old man was gaining line steadily now. But he felt 
faint again. He lifted some sea water with his left hand and put it on his 
head. Then he put more on and rubbed the back of his neck. 


“I have no cramps,” he said. “He'll be up soon and I can last. You have 
to last. Don't even speak of it.” 


He kneeled against the bow and, for a moment, slipped the line over his 
back again. I'll rest now while he goes out on the circle and then stand 
up and work on him when he comes in, he decided. 


It was a great temptation to rest in the bow and let the fish make one 
circle by himself without recovering any line.But when the strain 
showed the fish had turned to come toward the boat, the old man rose 
to his feet and started the pivoting and the weaving pulling that brought 
in all the line he gained. 


I'm tireder than I have ever been, he thought, and now the trade wind is 
rising. But that will be good to take him in with. I need that badly. 


“TIl rest on the next turn as he goes out,” he said. “I feel much better. 
Then in two or three turns more I will have him.” 


His straw hat was far on the back of his head and he sank down into the 
bow with the pull of the line as he felt the fish turn. 


You work now, fish, he thought. I'll take you at the turn. 


The sea had risen considerably. But it was a fairweather breeze and he 
had to have it to get home. 


“TI just steer south and west,” he said. “A man is never lost at sea and it 
is a long island." 


It was on the third turn that he saw the fish first. 


He saw him first as a dark shadow that took so long to pass under the 
boat that he could not believe its length. 


“No,” he said. “He can't be that big." 


But he was that big and at the end of this circle he came to the surface 
only thirty yards away and the man saw his tail out of water. It was 
higher than a big scythe blade and a very pale lavender above the dark 
blue water. It raked back and as the fish swam just below the surface the 
old man could see his huge bulk and the purple stripes that banded him. 
His dorsal fin was down and his huge pectorals were spread wide. 


On this circle the old man could see the fish's eye and the two gray 


sucking fish that swain around him. Sometimes they attached 
themselves to him. Sometimes they darted off. Sometimes they would 
swim easily in his shadow. They were each over three feet long and 
when they swam fast they lashed their whole bodies like eels. 


The old man was sweating now but from something else besides the sun. 
On each calm placid turn the fish made he was gaining line and he was 
sure that in two turns more he would have a chance to get the harpoon 
in. 


But I must get him close, close, close, he thought. I mustn't try for the 
head. I must get the heart. 


“Be calm and strong, old man,” he said. 


On the next circle the fish's beck was out but he was a little too far from 
the boat. On the next circle he was still too far away but he was higher 
out of water and the old man was sure that by gaining some more line 
he could have him alongside. 


He had rigged his harpoon long before and its coil of light rope was in a 
round basket and the end was made fast to the bitt in the bow. 


The fish was coming in on his circle now calm and beautiful looking and 
only his great tail moving. The old man pulled on him all that he could 
to bring him closer. For just a moment the fish turned a little on his side. 
Then he straightened himself and began another circle. 


“I moved him,” the old man said. “I moved him then.” 


He felt faint again now but he held on the great fish all the strain that 
he could. I moved him, he thought. Maybe this time I can get him over. 
Pull, hands, he thought. Hold up, legs. Last for me, head. Last for me. 
You never went.This time T'lI pull him over. 


But when he put all of his effort on, starting it well out before the fish 
came alongside and pulling with all his strength, the fish pulled part 
way over and then righted himself and swam away. 


“Fish,” the old man said. “Fish, you are going to have to die anyway. Do 
you have to kill me too?” 


That way nothing is accomplished, he thought. His mouth was too dry 
to speak but he could not reach for the water now. I must get him 
alongside this time, he thought.I am not good for many more turns. Yes 
you are, he told himself. You're good for ever. 


On the next turn, he nearly had him. But again the fish righted himself 
and swam slowly away. 


You are killing me, fish, the old man thought. But you have a right to. 
Never have I seen a greater, or more beautiful, or a calmer or more 
noble thing than you, brother.Come on and kill me. I do not care who 
kills who. 


Now you are getting confused in the head, he thought. You must keep 
your head clear. Keep your head clear and know how to suffer like a 
man. Or a fish, he thought. 


“Clear up, head,” he said in a voice he could hardly hear.“Clear up." 
Twice more it was the same on the turns. 


I do not know, the old man thought. He had been on the point of feeling 
himself go each time. I do not know. But I will try it once more. 


He tried it once more and he felt himself going when he turned the fish. 
The fish righted himself and swam of again slowly with the great tail 
weaving in the air. 


11] try it again, the old man promised, although his hands were mushy 
now and he could only see well in flashes He tried it again and it was 
the same. So he thought,and he felt himself going before he started; I 
will try it once again. 


He took all his pain and what was left of his strength and his long gone 
pride and he put it against the fish's agony and the fish came over onto 
his side and swam gently on his side,his bill almost touching the 
planking of the skiff and started to pass the boat, long, deep, wide, silver 
and barred with purple and interminable in the water. 


The old man dropped the line and put his foot on it and lifted the 
harpoon as high as he could and drove it down with all his strength, and 
more strength he had just summoned, into the fish's side just behind the 


great chest fin that rose high in the air to the altitude of the man's chest. 
He felt the iron go in and he leaned on it and drove it further and then 
pushed all his weight after it. 


Then the fish came alive, with his death in him, and rose high out of the 
water showing all his great length and width and all his power and his 
beauty. He seemed to hang in the air above the old man in the skiff. 
Then he fell into the water with a crash that sent spray over the old man 
and over all of the skiff. 


The old man felt faint and sick and he could not see well. But he cleared 
the harpoon line and let it run slowly through his raw hands and, when 
he could see, he saw the fish was on his back with his silver belly up. 
The shaft of the harpoon was projecting at an angle from the fish's 
shoulder and the sea was discolouring with the red of the blood from his 
heart. First it was dark as a shoal in the blue water that was more than a 
mile deep. Then it spread like a cloud. The fish was silvery and still and 
floated with the wave. 


The old man looked carefully in the glimpse of vision that he had. Then 
he took two turns of the harpoon line around the bitt in the bow and 
laid his head on his hands. 


“Keep my head dear,” he said against the wood of the bow. “I am a tired 
old man. But I have killed this fish which is my brother and now I must 
do the slave work.” 


Now I must prepare the nooses and the rope to lash him alongside, he 
thought. Even if we were two and swamped her to load him and bailed 
her out, this skiff would never hold him. I must prepare everything, then 
bring him in and lash him well and step the mast and set sail for home. 


He started to pull the fish in to have him alongside so that he could pass 
a line through his gills and out his mouth and make his head fast 
alongside the bow. I want to see him,he thought, and to touch and to 
feel him. He is my fortune,he thought. But that is not why I wish to feel 
him. I think I felt his heart, he thought. When I pushed on the harpoon 
shaft the second time. Bring him in now and make him fast and get the 
noose around his tail and another around his middle to bind him to the 
skiff. 


“Get to work, old man,” he said. He took a very small drink of the 
water. “There is very much slave work to be done now that the fight is 
over. 


He looked up at the sky and then out to his fish. He looked at the sun 
carefully. It is not much more than noon,he thought. And the trade wind 
is rising. The lines all mean nothing now. The boy and I will splice them 
when we are home. 


“Come on, fish,” he said. But the fish did not come.Instead he lay there 
wallowing now in the seas and the old man pulled the skiff up-onto him. 


When he was even with him and had the fish's head against the bow he 
could not believe his size. But he untied the harpoon rope from the bitt, 
passed it through the fish's gills and out his jaws, made a turn around 
his sword then passed the rope through the other gill, made another 
turn around the bill and knotted the double rope and made it fast to the 
bitt in the bow. He cut the rope then and went astern to noose the tail. 
The fish had turned silver from his original purple and silver, and the 
stripes showed the same pale violet colour as his tail. They were wider 
than a man's hand with his fingers spread and the fish's eye looked as 
detache as the mirrors in a periscope or as a saint in a procession. 


“It was the only way to kill him,” the old man said. He was feeling 
better since the water and he knew he would not go away and his head 
was clear. He's over fifteen hundred pounds the way he is, he thought. 
Maybe much more. If he dresses out two-thirds of that at thirty cents a 
pound? 


“I need a pencil for that,” he said. “My head is not that clear. But I think 
the great DiMaggio would be proud of me today. I had no bone spurs. 
But the hands and the back hurt truly." I wonder what a bone spur is, he 
thought. Maybe we have them without knowing of it. 


He made the fish fast to bow and stern and to the middle thwart. He was 
so big it was like lashing a much bigger skiff alongside. He cut a piece of 
line and tied the fish's lower jaw against his bill so his mouth would not 
open and they would sail as cleanly as possible. Then he stepped the 
mast and, with the stick that was his gaff and with his boom rigged, the 
patched sail drew, the boat began to move,and half lying in the stern he 
sailed south-west. 


He did not need a compass to tell him where southwest was. He only 
needed the feel of the trade wind and the drawing of the sail. I better 
put a small line out with a spoon on it and try and get something to eat 
and drink for the moisture. But he could not find a spoon and his 
sardines were rotten. So he hooked a patch of yellow Gulf weed with the 
gaff as they passed and shook it so that the small shrimps that were in it 
fell onto the planking of the skiff. There were more than a dozen of 
them and they jumped and kicked like sand fleas. The old man pinched 
their heads off with his thumb and forefinger and ate them chewing up 
the shells and the tails. They were very tiny but he knew they were 
nourishing and they tasted good. 


The old man still had two drinks of water in the bottle and he used half 
of one after he had eaten the shrimps. The skiff was sailing well 
considering the handicaps and he steered with the tiller under his arm. 
He could see the fish and he had only to look at his hands and feel his 
back against the stern to know that this had truly happened and was not 
a dream. At one time when he was feeling so badly toward the end, he 
had thought perhaps it was a dream.Then when he had seen the fish 
come out of the water and hang motionless in the sky before he fell, he 
was sure there was some great strangeness and he could not believe 

it. Then he could not see well, although now he saw as well as ever. 


Now he knew there was the fish and his hands and back were no dream. 
The hands cure quickly, he thought. I bled them clean and the salt water 
will heal them. The dark water of the true gulf is the greatest healer that 
there is.All I must do is keep the head clear. The hands have done their 
work and we sail well. With his mouth shut and his tail straight up and 
down we sail like brothers. Then his head started to become a little 
unclear and he thought, is he bringing me in or am I bringing him in? If 
I were towing him behind there would be no question. Nor if the fish 
were in the skiff, with all dignity gone, there would be no question 
either. But they were sailing together lashed side by side and the old 
man thought, let him bring me in if it pleases him. I am only better than 
him through trickery and he meant me no harm. 


They sailed well and the old man soaked his hands in the salt water and 
tried to keep his head clear. There were high cumulus clouds and 
enough cirrus above them so that the old man knew the breeze would 
last all night. The old man looked at the fish constantly to make sure it 


was true. It was an hour before the first shark hit him. 


The shark was not an accident. He had come up from deep down in the 
water as the dark cloud of blood had settled and dispersed in the mile 
deep sea. He had come up so fast and absolutely without caution that he 
broke the surface of the blue water and was in the sun. Then he fell back 
into the sea and picked up the scent and started swimming on the course 
the skiff and the fish had taken. 


Sometimes he lost the scent. But he would pick it up again, or have just 
a trace of it, and he swam fast and hard on the course. He was a very 
big Mako shark built to swim as fast as the fastest fish in the sea and 
everything about him was beautiful except his jaws. His back was as 
blue as a sword fish's and his belly was silver and his hide was smooth 
and handsome. He was built as a sword fish except for his huge jaws 
which were tight shut now as he swam fast, just under the surface with 
his high dorsal fin knifing through the water without wavering. Inside 
the closed double lip of his jaws all of his eight rows of teeth were 
slanted inwards.They were not the ordinary pyramid-shaped teeth of 
most sharks. They were shaped like a man's fingers when they are 
crisped like claws. They were nearly as long as the fingers of the old 
man and they had razor-sharp cutting edges on both sides. This was a 
fish built to feed on all the fishes in the sea that were so fast and strong 
and well armed that they had no other enemy. Now he speeded up as he 
smelled the fresher scent and his blue dorsal fin cut the water. 


When the old man saw him coming he knew that this was a shark that 
had no fear at all and would do exactly what he wished. He prepared 
the harpoon and made the rope fast while he watched the shark come 
on. The rope was short as it lacked what he had cut away to lash the 
fish. 


The old man's head was clear and good now and he was full of 
resolution but he had little hope. It was too good to last, he thought. He 
took one look at the great fish as he watched the shark close in. It might 
as well have been a dream, he thought. I cannot keep him from hitting 
me but maybe I can get him. Dentuso, he thought. Bad luck to your 
mother. 


The shark closed fast astern and when he hit the fish the old man saw 
his mouth open and his strange eyes and the clicking chop of the teeth 


as he drove forward in the meat just above the tail. The shark's head 
was out of water and his back was coming out and the old man could 
hear the noise of skin and flesh ripping on the big fish when h rammed 
the harpoon down onto the shark's head at a spot where the line 
between his eyes intersected with the line that ran straight back from 
his nose. There were no such lines.There was only the heavy sharp blue 
head and the big eyes and the clicking, thrusting all-swallowing jaws. 
But that was the location of the brain and the old man hit it. He hit it 
with his blood mushed hands driving a good harpoon with all his 
strength. He hit it without hope but with resolution and complete 
malignancy. 


The shark swung over and the old man saw his eye was not alive and 
then he swung over once again, wrapping himself in two loops of the 
rope. The old man knew that he was dead but the shark would not 
accept it. Then, on his back, with his tail lashing and his jaws clicking, 
the shark plowed over the water as a speedboat does. The water was 
white where his tail beat it and three-quarters of his body was clear 
above the water when the rope came taut, shivered,and then snapped. 
The shark lay quietly for a little while on the surface and the old man 
watched him. Then he went down very slowly. 


“He took about forty pounds,” the old man said aloud.He took my 
harpoon too and all the rope, he thought, and now my fish bleeds again 
and there will be others. 


He did not like to look at the fish anymore since he had been mutilated. 
When the fish had been hit it was as though he himself were hit. 


But I killed the shark that hit my fish, he thought. And he was the 
biggest dentuso that I have ever seen. And God knows that I have seen 
big ones. 


It was too good to last, he thought. I wish it had been a dream now and 
that I had never hooked the fish and was alone in bed on the 
newspapers. 


“But man is not made for defeat,” he said. “A man can be destroyed but 
not defeated.” I am sorry that I killed the fish though, he thought. Now 
the bad time is coming and I do not even have the harpoon. The dentuso 
is cruel and able and strong and intelligent. But I was more intelligent 


than he was. Perhaps not, he thought. Perhaps I was only better armed. 


“Don't think, old man,” he said aloud. “Sail on this course and take it 
when it comes.” 


But I must think, he thought. Because it is all I have left.That and 
baseball. I wonder how the great DiMaggio would have liked the way I 
hit him in the brain? It was no great thing,he thought. Any man could 
do it. But do you think my hands were as great a handicap as the bone 
spurs? I cannot know. I never had anything wrong with my heel except 
the time the sting ray stung it when I stepped on him when swimming 
and paralyzed the lower leg and made the unbearable pain. 


“Think about something cheerful, old man,” he said. “Every minute now 
you are closer to home. You sail lighter for the loss of forty pounds.” 


He knew quite well the pattern of what could happen when he reached 
the inner part of the current. But there was nothing to be done now. 


“Yes there is,” he said aloud. “I can lash my knife to the butt of one of 
the oars.” 


So he did that with the tiller under his arm and the sheet of the sail 
under his foot. 


“Now,” he said. “T am still an old man. But I am not unarmed.” 


The breeze was fresh now and he sailed on well. He watched only the 
forward part of the fish and some of his hope returned. 


It is silly not to hope, he thought. Besides I believe it is a sin. Do not 
think about sin, he thought. There are enough problems now without 
sin. Also I have no understanding of it. 


I have no understanding of it and I am not sure that I believe in it. 
Perhaps it was a sin to kill the fish. I suppose it was even though I did it 
to keep me alive and feed many people. But then everything is a sin. Do 
not think about sin.It is much too late for that and there are people who 
are paid to do it. Let them think about it. You were born to bea 
fisherman as the fish was born to be a fish. San Pedro was fisherman as 
was the father of the great DiMaggio. 


But he liked to think about all things that he was involved in and since 
there was nothing to read and he did not have a radio, he thought much 
and he kept on thinking about sin. You did not kill the fish only to keep 
alive and to sell for food, he thought. You killed him for pride and 
because you are a fisherman. You loved him when he was alive and you 
loved him after. If you love him, it is not a sin to kill him. Or is it more? 


“You think too much, old man,” he said aloud. 


But you enjoyed killing the dentuso, he thought. He lives on the live fish 
as you do. He is not a scavenger nor just a moving appetite as some 
sharks are. He is beautiful and noble and knows no fear of anything. 


“I killed him in self-defense,” the old man said aloud. “And I killed him 
well.” 


Besides, he thought, everything kills everything else in some way. 
Fishing kills me exactly as it keeps me alive. The boy keeps me alive, he 
thought. I must not deceive myself too much. 


He leaned over the side and pulled loose a piece of the meat of the fish 
where the shark had cut him. He chewed it and noted its quality and its 
good taste. It was firm and juicy,like meat, but it was not red. There was 
no stringiness in it and he knew that it would bring the highest price In 
the market. But there was no way to keep its scent out of the water and 
the old man knew that a very had time was coming. 


The breeze was steady. It had backed a little further into the north-east 
and he knew that meant that it would not fall off. The old man looked 
ahead of him but he could see no sails nor could he see the hull nor the 
smoke of any ship.There were only the flying fish that went up from his 
bo sailing away to either side and the yellow patches of Gulf weed. He 
could not even see a bird. 


He had sailed for two hours, resting in the stern and sometimes chewing 
a bit of the meat from the marlin, trying to rest and to be strong, when 
he saw the first of the two sharks. 


“Ay,” he said aloud. There is no translation for this word and perhaps it 
is just a noise such as a man might make, involuntarily, feeling the nail 
go through his hands and into the wood. 


“Galanos,” he said aloud. He had seen the second fin now coming up 
behind the first and had identified them a shovel-nosed sharks by the 
brown, triangular fin and the sweeping movements of the tail. They had 
the scent and were excited and in the stupidity of their great hunger 
they were losing and finding the scent in their excitement. But they 
were closing all the time. 


The old man made the sheet fast and jammed the tiller.Then he took up 
the oar with the knife lashed to it. He lifted it as lightly as he could 
because his hands rebelled at the pain. Then he opened and closed them 
on it lightly to loosen them. He closed them firmly so they would take 
the pain now and would not flinch and watched the sharks come. He 
could see their wide, flattened, shovel-pointed heads now and their 
white tipped wide pectoral fins. They were hateful sharks, bad smelling, 
scavengers as well as killers, and when they were hungry they would 
bite at an oar or the rudder of a boat. It was these sharks that would cut 
the turtles' legs and flippers off when the turtles were asleep on the 
surface,and they would hit a man in the water, if they were hungry,even 
if the man had no smell of fish blood nor of fish slim on him. 


“Ay,” the old man said. “Galanos. Come on galanos.” 


They came. But they did not come as the Mako had come. One turned 
and went out of sight under the skiff and the old man could feel the skiff 
shake as he jerked and pulled on the fish. The other watched the old 
man with his slitted yellow eyes and then came in fast with his half 
circle of jaws wide to hit the fish where he had already been bitten. The 
line showed clearly on the top of his brown head and back where the 
brain joined the spinal cord and the old man drove the knife on the oar 
into the juncture, withdrew it, and drove it in again into the shark's 
yellow cat-like eyes.The shark let go of the fish and slid down, 
swallowing what he had taken as he died. 


The skiff was still shaking with the destruction the other shark was 
doing to the fish and the old man let go the sheet so that the skiff would 
swing broadside and bring the shark out from under. When he saw the 
shark he leaned over the side and punched at him. He hit only meat and 
the hide was set hard and he barely got the knife in. The blow hurt not 
only his hands but his shoulder too. But the shark came up fast with his 
head out and the old man hit him squarely in the center of his flat- 
topped head as his nose came out of water and lay against the fish. The 


old man withdrew the blade and punched the shark exactly in the same 
spot again.He still hung to the fish with his jaws hooked and the old 
man stabbed him in his left eye. The shark still hung there. 


“No?” the old man said and he drove the blade between the vertebrae 
and the brain. It was an easy shot now and he felt the cartilage sever. 
The old man reversed the oar and put the blade between the shark's 
jaws to open them. He twisted the blade and as the shark slid loose he 
said, “Go on,galano. Slide down a mile deep. Go see your friend, or 
maybe it's your mother.” 


The old man wiped the blade of his knife and laid down the oar. Then 
he found the sheet and the sail filled and he brought the skiff onto her 
course. 


“They must have taken a quarter of him and of the best meat,” he said 
aloud. “I wish it were a dream and that I had never hooked him. I’m 
sorry about it, fish. It makes everything wrong.” He stopped and he did 
not want to look at the fish now. Drained of blood and awash he looked 
the colour of the silver backing of a minor and his stripes still showed. 


“I shouldn't have gone out so far, fish,” he said.“Neither for you nor for 
me. I'm sorry, fish. 


Now, he said to himself. Look to the lashing on the knife and see if it 
has been cut. Then get your hand in order because there still is more to 
come. 


“I wish I had a stone for the knife," the old man said after he had 
checked the lashing on the oar butt. “I should have brought a stone.” 
You should have brought many things, he thought. But you did not 
bring them, old man.Now is no time to think of what you do not have. 
Think of what you can do with what there is. 


“You give me much good counsel," he said aloud. “I’m tired of it.” 


He held the tiller under his arm and soaked both his hands in the water 
as the skiff drove forward. 


“God knows how much that last one took,” he said "Bur she's much 
lighter now.” He did not want to think of the mutilated under-side of the 


fish. He knew that each of the jerking bumps of the shark had been meat 
torn away and that the fish now made a trail for all sharks as wide as a 
highway through the sea. 


He was a fish to keep a man all winter, he thought.Don't think of that. 
Just rest and try to get your hands in shape to defend what is left of 
him. The blood smell from my hands means nothing now with all that 
scent in the water. Besides they do not bleed much. There is nothing cut 
that means anything. The bleeding may keep the left from cramping. 


What can I think of now? he thought. Nothing. I must think of nothing 
and wait for the next ones. I wish it had really been a dream, he 
thought. But who knows? It might have turned out well. 


The next shark that came was a single shovelnose. He came like a pig to 
the trough if a pig had a mouth so wide that you could put your head in 
it. The old man let him hit the fish and then drove the knife on the oar 
don into his brain. But the shark jerked backwards as he rolled and the 
knife blade snapped. 


The old man settled himself to steer. He did not even watch the big 
shark sinking slowly in the water, showing first life-size, then small, 
then tiny. That always fascinated the old man. But he did not even 
watch it now. 


“I have the gaff now,” he said. “But it will do no good.I have the two 
oars and the tiller and the short club." 


Now they have beaten me, he thought. I am too old to club sharks to 
death. But I will try it as long as I have the oars and the short club and 
the tiller. 


He put his hands in the water again to soak them. It was getting late in 
the afternoon and he saw nothing but the sea and the sky. There was 
more wind in the sky than there had been, and soon he hoped that he 
would see land. 


“You're tired, old man,” he said. “You're tired inside.” 
The sharks did not hit him again until just before sunset. 


The old man saw the brown fins coming along the wide trail the fish 


must make in the water. They were not even quartering on the scent. 
They were headed straight for the skiff swimming side by side. 


He jammed the tiller, made the sheet fast and reached under the stem 
for the club. It was an oar handle from a broken oar sawed off to about 
two and a half feet in length.He could only use it effectively with one 
hand because of the grip of the handle and he took good hold of it with 
his right hand, flexing his hand on it, as he watched the sharks come. 
They were both galanos. 


I must let the first one get a good hold and hit him on the point of the 
nose or straight across the top of the head,he thought. 


The two sharks closed together and as he saw the one nearest him open 
his jaws and sink them into the silver side of the fish, he raised the club 
high and brought it down heavy and slamming onto the top of the 
shark's broad head. He felt the rubbery solidity as the club came down. 
But he felt the rigidity of bone too and he struck the shark once more 
hard across the point of the nose as he slid down from the fish. 


The other shark had been in and out and now came in again with his 
jaws wide. The old man could see pieces of the meat of the fish spilling 
white from the corner of his jaws as he bumped the fish and closed his 
jaws. He swung at him and hit only the head and the shark looked at 
him and wrenched the meat loose. The old man swung the club down on 
him again as he slipped away to swallow and hit only the heavy solid 
rubberiness. 


“Come on, galano,” the old man said. “Come in again.” 


The shark came in a rush and the old man hit him as he shut his jaws. 
He hit him solidly and from as high up as he could raise the club. This 
time he felt the bone at the base of the brain and he hit him again in the 
same place while the shark tore the meat loose sluggishly and slid down 
from the fish. 


The old man watched for him to come again but neither shark showed. 
Then he saw one on the surface swimming in circles. He did not see the 
fin of the other. 


I could not expect to kill them, he thought. I could have in my time. But 


I have hurt them both badly and neither one can feel very good. If I 
could have used a bat with two hands I could have killed the first one 
surely. Even now, he thought. 


He did not want to look at the fish. He knew that half of him had been 
destroyed. The sun had gone down while he had been in the fight with 
the sharks. 


“It will be dark soon,” he said. “Then I should see the glow of Havana. If 
I am too far to the eastward I will see the lights of one of the new 
beaches." 


I cannot be too far out now, he thought. I hope no one has been too 
worried. There is only the boy to worry, of course. But I am sure he 
would have confidence. Many of the older fishermen will worry. Many 
others too, he thought.I live in a good town. 


He could not talk to the fish anymore because the fis had been ruined 
too badly. Then something came into his head. 


“Half fish,” he said. “Fish that you were. I am sorry that I went too far 
out. I ruined us both. But we have killed many sharks, you and I, and 
ruined many others. How many did you ever kill, old fish? You do not 
have that spear on your head for nothing." 


He liked to think of the fish and what he could do to a shark if he were 
swimming free. I should have chopped the bill off to fight them with, he 
thought. But there was no hatchet and then there was no knife. 


But if I had, and could have lashed it to an oar butt,what a weapon. 
Then we might have fought them together. What will you do now if they 
come in the night? What can you do? 


“Fight them," he said. “FI fight them until I die. 


But in the dark now and no glow showing and no lights and only the 
wind and the steady pull of the sail he felt that perhaps he was already 
dead. He put his two hands together and felt the palms. They were not 
dead and he could bring the pain of life by simply opening and closing 
them. He leaned his back against the stern and knew he was not dead. 
His shoulders told him. 


I have all those prayers I promised if I caught the fish,he thought. But I 
am too tired to say them now. I better get the sack and put it over my 
shoulders. 


He lay in the stern and steered and watched for the glow to come in the 
sky. I have half of him, he thought.Maybe T'l have the luck to bring the 
forward half in. I should have some luck. No, he said. You violated your 
luck when you went too far outside. 


“Don't be silly,” he said aloud. “And keep awake and steer. You may 
have much luck yet." 


“Td like to buy some if there's any place they sell it,”he said. 


What could I buy it with? he asked himself. Could I buy it with a lost 
harpoon and a broken knife and two bad hands? 


“You might," he said. “You tried to buy it with eightyfour days at sea. 
They nearly sold it to you too." 


I must not think nonsense, he thought. Luck is a thing that comes in 
many forms and who can recognize her? I would take some though in 
any form and pay what they asked. I wish I could see the glow from the 
lights, he thought. I wish too many things. But that is the thing I wish 
for now. He tried to settle more comfortably to steer and from his pain 
he knew he was not dead. 


He saw the reflected glare of the lights of the city at what must have 
been around ten o'clock at night. They were only perceptible at first as 
the light is in the sky before the moon rises. Then they were steady to 
see across the ocean which was rough now with the increasing breeze. 
He steered inside of the glow and he thought that now, soon, he must 
hit the edge of the stream. 


Now it is over, he thought. They will probably hit me again. But what 
can a man do against them in the dark without a weapon? 


He was stiff and sore now and his wounds and all of the strained parts of 
his body hurt with the cold of the night. I hope I do not have to fight 
again, he thought. I hope so much I do not have to fight again. 


But by midnight he fought and this time he knew the fight was useless. 


They came in a pack and he could only see the lines in the water that 
their fins made and their phosphorescence as they threw themselves on 
the fish. He clubbed at heads and heard the jaws chop and the shaking 
of the skiff as they took hold below. He clubbed desperately at what he 
could only feel and hear and he felt something seize the club and it was 
gone. 


He jerked the tiller free from the rudder and beat and chopped with it, 
holding it in both hands and driving it down again and again. But they 
were up to the bow now and driving in one after the other and together, 
tearing off the pieces of meat that showed glowing below the sea as they 
turned to come once more. 


One came, finally, against the head itself and he knew that it was over. 
He swung the tiller across the shark's head where the jaws were caught 
in the heaviness of the fish's head which would not tear. He swung it 
once and twice and again. He heard the tiller break and he lunged at the 
shark with the splintered butt. He felt it go in and knowing it was sharp 
he drove it in again. The shark let go and rolled away.That was the last 
shark of the pack that came. There was nothing more for them to eat. 


The old man could hardly breathe now and he felt a strange taste in his 
mouth. It was coppery and sweet and he was afraid of it for a moment. 
But there was not much of it. 


He spat into the ocean and said, *Eat that, galanos. And make a dream 
you've killed a man.” 


He knew he was beaten now finally and without remedy and he went 
back to the stern and found the jagged end of the tiller would fit in the 
slot of the rudder well enough for him to steer. He settled the sack 
around his shoulders and put the skiff on her course. He sailed lightly 
now and he had no thoughts nor any feelings of any kind. He was past 
everything now and he sailed the skiff to make his home port as well 
and as intelligently as he could. In the night sharks hit the carcass as 
someone might pick up crumbs from the table. The old man paid no 
attention to them and did not pay any attention to anything except 
steering. He only noticed how lightly and how well the skiff sailed now 
there was no great weight beside her. 


She's good, he thought. She is sound and not harmed in any way except 


for the tiller. That is easily replaced. 


He could feel he was inside the current now and he could see the lights 
of the beach colonies along the shore.He knew where he was now andit 
was nothing to get home. 


The wind is our friend, anyway, he thought. Then he added, sometimes. 
And the great sea with our friends and our enemies. And bed, he 
thought. Bed is my friend. Just bed, he thought. Bed will be a great 
thing. It is easy when you are beaten, he thought. I never knew how 
easy it was.And what beat you, he thought. 


“Nothing,” he said aloud. “I went out too far." 


When he sailed into the little harbour the lights of the Terrace were out 
and he knew everyone was in bed. The breeze had risen steadily and 
was blowing strongly now. It was quiet in the harbour though and he 
sailed up onto the little patch of shingle below the rocks. There was no 
one to help him so he pulled the boat up as far as he could. Then he 
stepped out and made her fast to a rock. 


He unstepped the mast and furled the sail and tied it. Then he 
shouldered the mast and started to climb. It was then he knew the depth 
of his tiredness. He stopped for a moment and looked back and saw in 
the reflection from the street light the great tail of the fish standing up 
well behind the skiff's stern. He saw the white naked line of his 
backbone and the dark mass of the head with the projecting bill and all 
the nakedness between. 


He started to climb again and at the top he fell and lay for some time 
with the mast across his shoulder. He tried to get up. But it was too 
difficult and he sat there with the mast on his shoulder and looked at 
the road. A cat passed on the far side going about its business and the 
old man watched it.Then he just watched the road. 


Finally he put the mast down and stood up. He picked the mast up and 
put it on his shoulder and started up the road. He had to sit down five 
times before he reached his shack. 


Inside the shack he leaned the mast against the wall. In the dark he 
found a water bottle and took a drink. Then he lay down on the bed. He 


pulled the blanket over his shoulders and then over his back and legs 
and he slept face down on the newspapers with his arms out straight 
and the palms of his hands up. 


He was asleep when the boy looked in the door in the morning. It was 
blowing so hard that the drifting-boats would not be going out and the 
boy had slept late and then come to the old man's shack as he had come 
each morning.The boy saw that the old man was breathing and then he 
saw the old man's hands and he started to cry. He went out very quietly 
to go to bring some coffee and all the way down the road he was crying. 


Many fishermen were around the skiff looking at what was lashed 
beside it and one was in the water, his trousers rolled up, measuring the 
skeleton with a length of line. 


The boy did not go down. He had been there before and one of the 
fishermen was looking after the skiff for him. 


“How is he?” one of the fishermen shouted. 


“Sleeping,” the boy called. He did not care that they saw him crying. 
“Let no one disturb him.” 


“He was eighteen feet from nose to tail,” the fisherman who was 
measuring him called. 


“I believe it,” the boy said. 

He went into the Terrace and asked for a can of coffee. 
“Hot and with plenty of milk and sugar in it.” 
“Anything more?” 

“No. Afterwards I will see what he can eat.” 


“What a fish it was,” the proprietor said. “There has never been such a 
fish. Those were two fine fish you to yesterday too.” 


“Damn my fish,” the boy said and he started to cry again. 


“Do you want a drink of any kind?” the proprietor asked. 


“No,” the boy said. “Tell them not to bother Santiago. I'll be back." 
“Tell him how sorry I am." 
"Thanks," the boy said. 


The boy carried the hot can of coffee up to the old man's shack and sat 
by him until he woke. Once it looked as though he were waking. But he 
had gone back into heavy sleep and the boy had gone across the road to 
borrow some wood to heat the coffee. 


Finally the old man woke. 


“Don't sit up,” the boy said. “Drink this.” He poured some of the coffee 
in a glass. 


The old man took it and drank it. 

“They beat me, Manolin,” he said. “They truly beat me.” 
“He didn't beat you. Not the fish. 

“No. Truly. It was afterwards.” 


“Pedrico is looking after the skiff and the gear. What do you want done 
with the head?” 


“Let Pedrico chop it up to use in fish traps. 
“And the spear?” 
“You keep it if you want it.” 


“I want it," the boy said. “Now we must make our plans about the other 
things.” 


“Did they search for me?” 
“Of course. With coast guard and with planes.” 


“The ocean is very big and a skiff is small and hard to see,” the old man 
said. He noticed how pleasant it was to have someone to talk to instead 
of speaking only to himself and to the sea. “I missed you,” he said. 


“What did you catch?” 

“One the first day. One the second and two the third. 

“Very good.” 

“Now we fish together again. 

“No. I am not lucky. I am not lucky anymore." 

“The hell with luck,” the boy said. “Tl bring the luck with me.” 
“What will your family say?” 


“I do not care. I caught two yesterday. But we will fish together now for 
I still have much to learn.” 


“We must get a good killing lance and always have it on board. You can 
make the blade from a spring leaf from an old Ford. We can grind it in 
Guanabacoa. It should be sharp and not tempered so it will break. My 
knife broke.” 


'TII get another knife and have the spring ground.How many days of 
heavy brisa have we?” 


“Maybe three. Maybe more.” 


“I will have everything in order,” the boy said. “You get your hands well 
old man.” 


“I know how to care for them. In the night I spat something strange and 
felt something in my chest was broken.” 


“Get that well too,” the boy said. “Lie down, old man,and I will bring 
you your clean shirt. And something to eat.” 


“Bring any of the papers of the time that I was gone,”the old man said. 


“You must get well fast for there is much that I can learn and you can 
teach me everything. How much did you suffer?” 


“Plenty,” the old man said. 


'TII bring the food and the papers," the boy said. “Rest well, old man. I 
will bring stuff from the drugstore for your hands.” 


“Don't forget to tell Pedrico the head is his.” 
“No. I will remember.” 


As the boy went out the door and down the worn coral rock road he was 
crying again. 


That afternoon there was a party of tourists at the Terrace and looking 
down in the water among the empty beer cans and dead barracudas a 
woman saw a great long white spine with a huge tail at the end that 
lifted and swung with the tide while the east wind blew a heavy steady 
sea outside the entrance to the harbour. 


“What's that?" she asked a waiter and pointed to the long backbone of 
the great fish that was now just garbage waiting to go out with the tide. 


“Tiburon,” the waiter said. “Eshark.” He was meaning to explain what 
had happened. 


“I didn't know sharks had such handsome, beautifully formed tails." 
“I didn't either," her male companion said. 


Up the road, in his shack, the old man was sleeping again. He was still 
sleeping on his face and the boy was sitting by him watching him. The 
old man was dreaming about the lions. 
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